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We nust not forget that the human soul
however independently created

our philosophy represents it as being,
i s inseparable

inits birth and inits growth
fromthe universe into which it is born.
-teilhard de chardin

G ve us gods. Onh give them us!

G ve us gods.

We are so tired of nen

and not or - power.

-D. H lawence

1

You are reading this for the wong reason

If you are reading this to learn what it was |like to nake | ove to a nessi ah-our nessi ah-then you
shoul d not read on, because you are little nmore than a voyeur

If you are reading this because you are a fan of the old poet's Cantos and are obsessed with
curiosity about what happened next in the lives of the Hyperion pilgrins, you will be

di sappointed. | do not know what happened to nost of them They lived and died al nost three
centuries before | was born

If you are reading this because you seek nore insight into the nessage fromthe One Wo Teaches,
you may al so be disappointed. | confess that | was nore interested in her as a wonan than as a

t eacher or messiah

Finally, if you are reading this to discover her fate or even ny fate, you are reading the wong

docurent. Although both our fates seemas certain as anyone's could be, | was not with her when
hers was played out, and my own awaits the final act even as | wite these words.
If you are reading this at all, | would be anazed. But this would not be the first tine that

events have amazed ne. The past few years have been one inprobability after another, each nore
marvel ous and seenmingly inevitable than the last. To share these nenories is the reason that | am
witing. Perhaps the notivation is not even to share-knowi ng that the document | amcreating

al nrost certainly will never be found-but just to put down the series of events so that | can
structure themin nmy own m nd.

"How do | know what | think until | see what | say?" wote sone pre-Hegira witer. Precisely.

must see these things in order to know what to think of them | nust see the events turned to ink
and the enotions in print to believe that they actually occurred and touched ne.

If you are reading this for the same reason that | amwiting it-to bring sonme pattern out of the
chaos of the last years, to inpose sone order on the essentially random series of events that have
ruled our lives for the past standard decades-then you may be reading this for the right reason
after all.

_:O:-***-:O:_

Where to start? Wth a death sentence, perhaps. But whose-ny death sentence or hers? And if nine
whi ch of mine? There are several fromwhich to choose. Perhaps this final one is appropriate.
Begi n at the ending.

I amwiting this in a Schrodinger cat box in high orbit around the quarantined world of
Armaghast. The cat box is not much of a box, nore of a snpboth-hulled ovoid a nmere six neters by
three neters. It will be nmy entire world until the end of ny life. Most of the interior of ny
world is a spartan cell consisting of a black-box air-and-waste recycler, nmy bunk, the food-

synt hesi zer unit, a narrow counter that serves as both my dining table and witing desk, and
finally the toilet, sink, and shower, which are set behind a fiberplastic partition for reasons of
propriety that escape me. No one will ever visit ne here. Privacy seens a holl ow j oke.

I have a text slate and stylus. Wien | finish each page, | transfer it to hard copy on nicrovell um
produced by the recycler. The I ow accretion of wafer-thin pages is the only visible change in ny
environnent from day to day.

The vial of poison gas is not visible. It is set in the static-dynam c shell of the cat box,
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linked to the air-filtration unit in such a way that to attenpt to fiddle with it would trigger
the cyani de, as would any attenpt to breach the shell itself. The radiation detector, its tiner,
and the isotope elenent are also fused into the frozen energy of the shell. | never know when the
randomtinmer activates the detector. | never know when the sane randomtim ng el enment opens the

| ead shielding to the tiny isotope. | never know when the isotope yields a particle.

But | will know when the detector is activated at the instant the isotope yields a particle. There
shoul d be the scent of bitter alnmonds in that second or two before the gas kills ne.

I hope that it will be only a second or two.

Techni cally, according to the ancient enigna of quantum physics, | am now neither dead nor alive.

I amin the suspended state of overlapping probability waves once reserved for the cat in
Schr odi nger's thought experinent. Because the hull of the cat box is little nore than position-
fused energy ready to explode at the slightest intrusion, no one will ever look inside to see if |
am dead or alive. Theoretically, no one is directly responsible for ny execution, since the

i mmut abl e | aws of quantum theory pardon or condemm nme from each nicrosecond to the next. There are
no observers.

But / am an observer. / amwaiting for this particular collapse of probability waves with
sonet hi ng nore than detached interest. In the instant after the hissing of cyanide gas begins, but
before it reaches nmy lungs and heart and brain, 7 will know which way the universe has chosen to
sort itself out.

At least, | will know so far as | am concerned. Wich, when it comes right down to it, is the only
aspect of the universe's resolution with which nost of us are concerned.

And in the neantinme, | eat and sleep and void waste and breathe and go through the full daily
ritual of the ultimately forgettable. Wiich is ironic, since right now !l live-if "live" is the

correct word-only to renenber. And to wite about what | renenber.

If you are reading this, you are alnost certainly reading it for the wong reason. But as with so
many things in our lives, the reason for doing sonething is not the inportant thing. It is the
fact of doing that remains. Only the imutable facts that | have witten this and you are reading
it remain inportant in the end.

Where to begin? Wth her? She is the one you want to read about and the one person in ny |ife whom
I wish to renmenber above everything and everyone el se. But perhaps | should begin with the events
that led me to her and then to here by way of much of this gal axy and beyond.

| believe that | shall begin with the beginning-with nmy first death sentence.

2

My nane is Raul Endymion. My first name rhymes with Paul. | was born on the world of Hyperion in
the year 693 a. d. c. on our local calendar, or a. d. 3099, pre-Hegira reckoning, or, as nost of
us figure time in the era of the Pax, 247 years after the Fall. It was said about ne when

traveled with the One Who Teaches that | had been a shepherd, and this was true. Alnmost. My famly
had made its living as itinerant shepherds in the noors and neadows of the nobst renpte regi ons on
the continent of Aquila, where | was raised, and | sonetinmes tended sheep as a child. | remenber
those cal mnights under the starry skies of Hyperion as a pleasant tinme. Wien | was sixteen (by
Hyperion's calendar) | ran away from hone and enlisted as a soldier of the Pax-controlled Home
GQuard. Mdst of those three years | renmenber only as a dull routine of boredomw th the unpl easant
exception of the four nmonths when | was sent to the Claw Iceshelf to fight indigenies during the
Ursus uprising. After being nustered out of the Honme Guard, | worked as a bouncer and bl ackj ack
deal er in one of the rougher Nine Tails casinos, served as a bargenmaster on the upper reaches of
the Kans for two rainy seasons, and then trained as a gardener on some of the Beak estates under
the | andscape artist Avrol Hume. But "shepherd" mnust have sounded better to the chroniclers of the
One Who Teaches when it cane time to list the former occupation of her closest disciple.

"Shepherd" has a nice biblical ring to it.

| do not object to the title of shepherd. But in this tale | will be seen as a shepherd whose
flock consisted of one infinitely inportant sheep. And | | ost her nore than found her

At the tine ny Iife changed forever and this story really begins, | was twenty-seven years old,
tall for a Hyperion-born, notable for little except for the thickness of calluses on ny hands and
my | ove of quirky ideas, and was then working as a hunter's guide in the fens above Toschahi Bay a
hundred kil ometers north of Port Romance. By that time in my life | had learned a little bit about
sex and rmuch about weapons, had di scovered firsthand the power greed has in the affairs of nmen and
wonen, had | earned how to use ny fists and nodest wits in order to survive, was curious about a
great many things, and felt secure only in the know edge that the remainder of ny life would

al rost certainly hold no great surprises.

I was an idiot.
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Most of what | was that autumm of ny twenty-eighth year night be described in negatives. | had
never been off Hyperion and never considered that | night travel offworld. | had been in Church
cathedral s, of course; even in the renpte regions where ny famly had fled after the sacking of
the city of Endymion a century earlier, the Pax had extended its civilizing influence- but | had

accepted neither the catechismnor the cross. | had been with wonen, but | had never been in |ove.
Except for ny grandnother's tutelage, ny education had been self-directed and acquired through
books. | read voraciously. At age twenty-seven, | thought that | knew everything.

I knew not hi ng.
So it was that in the early autum of ny twenty-eighth year, content in my ignorance and stolid in

my conviction that nothing of inportance would ever change, | committed the act that would earn ne
a death sentence and begin ny real life.

- =O-*** . =O=-

The fens above Toschahi Bay are dangerous and unheal t hy, unchanged since | ong before the Fall, but

hundreds of wealthy hunters-many from of fworl d-cone there every year for the ducks. Mst of the
protonmal | ards died off quickly after their regeneration and rel ease fromthe seedship seven
centuries earlier, either unable to adapt to Hyperion's climate or stalked by its indigenie
predators, but a few ducks survived in the fens of north-central Aquila. And the hunters cane. And
| guided them

Four of us worked out of an abandoned fiberplastic plantation set on a narrow t hunb of shale and
mud between the fens and a tributary to the Kans River. The other three guides concentrated on
fishing and bi g-game hunting, but | had the plantation and nost of the fens to nyself during duck
season. The fens were a semtropical marsh area consisting nostly of thick chal ma growh, weirwood
forest, and nore tenperate stands of giant pronetheus in the rocky areas above the floodplain, but
during the crisp, dry cold snap of early autum, the mallards paused there on their mgration from
the southern islands to their lakes in the renptest regions of the Pinion Plateau

| woke the four "hunters" an hour and a half before dawn. | had fixed a breakfast of janbon

toast, and coffee, but the four overweight businessmen grunbled and cursed as they wolfed it down.
I had to remind themto check and clean their weapons: three carried shotguns, and the fourth was
foolish enough to bring an antique energy rifle. As they grunbled and ate, | went out behind the
shack and sat with |lzzy, the Labrador retriever I'd had since she was a pup. |zzy knew that we
were goi ng hunting, and | had to stroke her head and neck to cal m her down.

First light was coming up just as we left the overgrown plantation grounds and polled off in a
flat-bottomed skiff. Radiant gossaners were visible flitting through dark tunnels of branches and
above the trees. The hunters-M Rolnman, M Herrig, M Rushonin, and M Poneascu-sat forward on the
thwarts while | poled. lzzy and | were separated fromthem by the heap of floathlinds stacked

bet ween us, the curved bottonms of the disks still showing the rough matting of the fiberplastic
husk. Rol man and Herrig were wearing expensive chanel eon-cl oth ponchos, although they did not
activate the polymer until we were deep in the swanp. | asked themto quit talking so loudly as we
approached the freshwater fens where the mallards would be setting in. Al four men glared at ne,
but they lowered their voices and soon fell silent.

The Iight was al nost strong enough to read by when | stopped the skiff just outside the shooting
fen and floated their blinds. | hitched up my well-patched waterproofs and slid into the chest-
deep water. lzzy |l eaned over the side of the skiff, eyes bright, but | flashed a hand signal to
restrain her fromjunping in. She quivered but sat back

"G ve me your gun, please," | said to M Poneascu, the first man. These once-a-year hunters had
enough trouble just keeping their balance while getting into the small floatblinds; | did not
trust themto hang on to their shotguns. | had asked themto keep the chanber enpty and the safety
on, but when Poneascu handed his weapon over, the chanber indicator glowed red for | oaded and the
safety was off. | ejected the shell, clicked the safety on, set the gun in the waterproof carrier
strapped across ny shoul ders, and steadied the floatblind while the heavyset nman stepped fromthe
ski ff.

"1"l'l be right back," | said softly to the other three, and began wadi ng through chal ma fronds,
pulling the blind al ong by the harness strap. | could have had the hunters pole their floatblinds
to a place of their own choosing, but the fen was riddled with qui cknud cysts that would pull down
both pol e and pol er, popul ated by dracula ticks the size of blood-filled balloons that liked to
drop on noving objects from overhead branches, decorated wi th hangi ng ri bbon snakes, which | ooked
precisely like chalma fronds to the unwary, and rife with fighting gar that could bite through a
finger. There were other surprises for first-time visitors. Besides, |I'd | earned from experience
that nost of these weekend hunters would position their floats so that they woul d be shooting at
each other as soon as the first flight of mallards appeared. It was ny job to keep that from
happeni ng.
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| parked Poneascu in a concealing curl of fronds with a good view fromthe south nmudbank of the
| argest body of open water, showed himwhere | was going to place the other floatblinds, told him
to watch fromwithin the slit of the floatblind canvas and not to begin shooting until everyone
was pl aced, and then went back for the other three. | placed Rushom n about twenty neters to the
first man's right, found a good place closer to the inlet for Rolman, and then went back for the
man with the idiot energy weapon. M Herrig.

The sun woul d be up in another ten mnutes.

"About crossdamed tine you fucking remenbered ne," snapped the fat man as | waded back to him
He'd already got onto his float; his chanel eon-cloth trousers were wet. Mt hane bubbl es between
the skiff and the nmouth of the inlet indicated a |large nmudcyst, so | had to work ny way close to
the nudflat each tine | came or went.

"We're not paying you to waste your crossdamm tine like this," he grow ed from around a thick

ci gar.
| nodded, reached up, plucked the lighted cigar frombetween his teeth, and tossed it away from
the cyst. W were |ucky that the bubbles had not ignited. "Ducks can snell the snoke," | said,

i gnoring his gaping nouth and reddeni ng face.

| slipped into the harness and pulled his float into the open fen, ny chest cutting a path through
t he red-and-orange al gae that had covered the surface again since ny last trip.

M Herrig fondled his expensive and useless energy rifle and glared at ne. "Boy, you watch your
crossdamm nmouth or |1'Il crossdamm watch it for you," he said. H's poncho and chanel eon-cloth
hunti ng bl ouse were unseal ed enough for ne to see the gl eam of a gold Pax double cross hangi ng
around his neck and the red welt of the actual cruciformon his upper chest. M Herrig was a born-
again Christian.

| said nothing until | had his float positioned properly to the left of the inlet. Al four of
these experts could fire out toward the pond now w thout fear of hitting one another. "Pull your
canvas around and watch fromthe slit," | said, untying the line fromny harness and securing it
around a chal ma root.

M Herrig nade a noise but left the canouflage canvas still furled on the done wands.

"WAit until I've got the decoys out before shooting," | said. | pointed out the other shooting
positions. "And don't fire toward the inlet. I'Il be there in the skiff."

M Herrig did not answer.

| shrugged and waded back to the skiff. lzzy was sitting where | had commanded her to stay, but I
could see from her straining nuscles and gl eami ng eyes that in spirit she was boundi ng back and
forth like a puppy. Wthout clinmbing into the skiff, | rubbed her neck. "Just a few ninutes now,
girl," 1 whispered. Released fromher stay command, she ran to the bow as | began dragging the
skiff toward the inlet.

The radi ant gossaners had di sappeared, and the skystreaks of neteor showers were fading as the
predawn light solidified into a nmilky glow The synphony of insect sounds and the croak of

anphi sbands al ong the nudflats were giving way to norning birdcalls and the occasi onal gronk of a
gar inflating its challenge sac. The sky was deepening to its daytinme lapis in the east.

| pulled the skiff under fronds, gestured for lzzy to stay in the bow, and pulled four of the
decoys out fromunder the thwarts. There was the slightest filmof ice along the shoreline here,
but the center of the fen was clear, and | began positioning the decoys, activating each one as
left it. The water was never deeper than ny chest.

| had just returned to the skiff and lay down next to |zzy under the concealing fronds when the
ducks arrived. 1zzy heard themfirst. Her entire body went rigid, and her nose cane up as if she
could sniff themon the wind. A second later there cane the whisper of wings. | |eaned forward and
peered through the brittle foliage.

In the center of the pond the decoys were sw mring and preening. One of themarched its neck and
called just as the real nallards becane visible above the tree line to the south. A flight of
three ducks swept out of their pattern, extended wings to brake, and came sliding down invisible
rails toward the fen.

| felt the usual thrill | always encounter at such nonments: ny throat tightens and ny heart

pounds, seens to stop for a nonent, and then pal pably aches. | had spent nost of my life in renpte
regi ons, observing nature, but confrontation with such beauty always touched sonething so deep in
me that | had no words for it. Beside ne, lzzy was as still and rigid as an ebony statue.

The gunfire started then. The three with shotguns opened up at once and kept firing as quickly as
they could eject shells. The energy rifle sliced its beamacross the fen, the narrow shaft of
violet light clearly visible in the norning msts.

The first duck nmust have been hit by two or three patterns at once: it flew apart in an expl osion
of feathers and viscera. The second one's wings folded and it dropped, all grace and beauty
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bl asted out of it. The third nmallard slipped to its right, recovered just above the water, and
beat its wings for altitude. The energy beam sl ashed after it, slicing through | eaves and branches
like a silent scythe. Shotguns roared again, but the nallard seemed to anticipate their aim The
bird dived toward the | ake, banked hard right, and flew straight toward the inlet.

Straight toward |zzy and ne.

The bird was no nore than two neters above the water. Its wings were beating strongly, its entire
formwas bent to the purpose of escape, and | realized that it was going to fly under the trees,
right through the inlet opening. Despite the fact that the bird' s unusual flight pattern had taken
it between several shooting positions, all four nmen were still firing.

I used nmy right leg to push the skiff out of the concealing branches. "Cease fire!" | shouted in a
command-voi ce that |1'd acquired during ny brief career as a sergeant in the Hone Guard. Two of the
men di d. One shotgun and the energy rifle continued firing. The nallard never wavered as it passed
the skiff a neter to our left.

lzzy's body quivered and her nmouth seened to drop farther open in surprise as the duck flapped | ow
past us. The shotgun did not fire again, but |I could see the violet beam panning toward us through
the rising msts. | shouted and pulled Izzy down between the thwarts.

The mal |l ard escaped the tunnel of chal ma branches behind us and beat its wings for altitude.
Suddenly the air snelled of ozone, and a perfectly straight line of flane slashed across the stern

of the boat. | threw nyself flat against the bottomof the skiff, grabbing |lzzy's collar and
tuggi ng her closer as | did so.
The violet beamm ssed nmy curled fingers and lzzy's collar by a mllinmeter. | saw the briefest

glinrer of a quizzical ook in lzzy's excited eyes, and then she tried to |l ower her head to ny
chest the way she had as a puppy when she acted penitent. At the novenent, her head and the
section of neck above her collar separated from her body and went over the side with a soft

splash. | still held the collar and her weight was still on me, her forepaws still quivering

agai nst my chest. Then bl ood geysered out over nme fromarteries in the cleanly severed neck, and I
rolled aside, pushing the spasning, headl ess body of ny dog away from me. Her bl ood was warm and
it tasted of copper.

The energy beam sl ashed back again, cut a heavy chal ma branch fromits trunk a neter away fromthe
skiff, and then switched off as if it had never existed.

| sat up and | ooked across the pond at M Herrig. The fat man was lighting a cigar; the energy
rifle lay across his knees. The snmoke fromhis cigar mingled with the tendrils of mst stil

rising fromthe fen.

I slipped over the side of the skiff into the chest-deep water. lzzy's blood still swirled around
me as | began wading toward M Herrig.

He Iifted his energy rifle and held it across his chest in port arns as | approached. \Wen he
spoke, it was around the cigar clenched between his teeth. "Well, are you going out there to
retrieve the ducks | got, or are you just going to let themfloat out there until they ro-"

As soon as | was within arms length | grabbed the fat man's chanel eon poncho with ny |eft hand
and jerked himforward. He tried to raise the energy rifle, but | seized it with my right hand and
flung it far out into the fen. M Herrig shouted sonething then, his cigar tunbled into the
floatblind, and | pulled himoff his stool and into the water. He came up spluttering and spitting
algae and | hit himonce, very hard, squarely in the nouth. | felt the skin on ny knuckles tear as
several of his teeth snapped, and then he was sprawl i ng backward. His head hit the frame of the
floatblind with a holl ow bang, and he went under again.

I waited for his fat face to rise to the surface again like the belly of sone dead fish, and when
it did, I held it down, watching the bubbles rise while his arns flailed and his pudgy hands
batted uselessly at ny wists. The other three hunters began shouting fromtheir shooting
positions across the fen. | ignored them

Wien M Herrig's hands had dropped away and the stream of bubbles had thinned to a weak trickle, |
rel eased himand stepped back. For a moment | did not think that he was going to come up, but then
the fat man expl oded to the surface and hung on the edge of the float. He vomted water and al gae.
| turned nmy back on him and waded across to the others.

"That's all for today," | said. "Gve ne your guns. W're going in."

Each man opened his mouth as if to protest; each man took a | ook at my eyes and bl ood-spattered
face and handed me his shotgun

"Retrieve your friend," | said to the | ast nan, Poneascu. | carried the weapons back to the skiff,
unl oaded them seal ed the shotguns in the watertight conpartment under the bow, and carried the
boxes of shells to the stern. lzzy's headl ess corpse had already begun to stiffen as | eased it
over the side. The bottom of the skiff was awash with her blood. | went back to the stern, stowed
the shells, and stood | eaning on the pole.
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The three hunters returned eventually, awkwardly paddling their own floats while pulling the one

in which M Herrig was sprawl ed. The fat nman was still hanging over the side, his face pale. They
clinbed into the skiff and began trying to pull the floats aboard.
"Leave them" | said. "Tie themto that chalma root. I'Il come back for themlater."

They tied off the floats and pulled M Herrig aboard |i ke sone obese fish. The only sounds were
the birds and insects of the fen conming alive and M Herrig's continued retching. Wen he was
aboard, the other three hunters seated and nmuttering, | poled us back to the plantation as the sun
burned through the I ast of the norning vapors rising fromthe dark waters.

And that shoul d have been the end of it. Except, of course, it was not.

_:O:_***_ZO:_
I was making lunch in the primtive kitchen when M Herrig cane out of the sleeping barracks with
a stubby military flechette gun. Such weapons were illegal on Hyperion; the Pax all owed no one

except the Home Guard to carry them | could see the white, shocked faces of the other three
hunters peering fromthe barracks door as M Herrig staggered into the kitchen anid a fog of
whi skey funes.

The fat man could not resist the inpulse to give a short, nelodramati c speech before killing ne.
"You crossdamed heat hen son of a bitch.... "he began, but |I did not stand around to listen to the
rest. | threw nyself down and forward even as he fired fromthe hip.

Si x thousand steel flechettes blew apart the stove, the pan of stew | had been cooking on the
stove, the sink, the wi ndow above the sink, and the shelves and crockery on the shelves. Food,

pl astic, porcelain, and gl ass showered over ny legs as | crawl ed under the open counter and
reached for M Herrig' s |l egs, even as he | eaned over the counter to spray nme with a second burst
of flechettes.

| grabbed the big nan's ankles and jerked. He went down on his back with a crash that sent a
decade's worth of dust rising fromthe floorboards. | clanmbered up over his legs, kneeing himin
the groin as | clinbed, and grabbed his wist with the intention of forcing the gun out of his
hands. He had a firmgrip on the stock; his finger was still on the trigger. The magazi ne whi ned
softly as another flechette cartridge clicked into place. | could snell M Herrig' s whi skey-and-
cigar breath on ny face as he grinmaced triunphantly and forced the weapon's nuzzle toward ne. In
one novenent | slanmed ny forearm against his wist and the heavy gun, squeezing it tight under M
Herrig's fleshy chins. Qur eyes met for the instant before his struggles made himconmplete his
squeeze of the trigger

-=0=-***.=0=-

I told one of the other hunters howto use the radio in the conmon room and a Pax security

ski mer was setting down on the grassy lawn within the hour. There were only a dozen or so worKking
skimers on the continent, so the sight of the black Pax vehicle was sobering, to say the |east.
They banded ny wists, slapped a cortical cone-along to ny tenple, and hurried nme into the hol ding

box in the rear of the vehicle. | sat there, dripping sweat in the hot stillness of the box, while
Pax-trai ned forensic specialists used needle-nosed pliers to try to retrieve every shard of M
Herrig's skull and scattered brain tissue fromthe perforated floor and wall. Then, when they had

interrogated the other hunters and had found as much of M Herrig as they were going to find,

wat ched t hrough the scarred Perspex wi ndow as they | oaded his body-bagged corpse aboard the
skimer. Lift blades whined, the ventilators allowed me a bit of cooler air just as | thought |
could no |l onger breathe, and the skimer rose, circled the plantation once, and flew south toward
Port Romance.

_:o:_***_:o:_

My trial was held six days later. Ms. Rol man, Rushonmin, and Poneascu testified that | had
insulted M Herrig on the trip to the fen and then assaulted himthere. They pointed out that the
hunti ng dog had been killed in the nmelee that | had begun. They testified that once back at the

plantation, | had brandished the illegal flechette gun and threatened to kill all of them M
Herrig had tried to take the weapon away fromme. | had shot himat point-blank range, literally
bl owi ng his head off in the process.

M Herrig was the last to testify. Still shaken and pale fromhis three-day resurrection, dressed

in a sonber business suit and cape, his voice shook as he confirned the other nen's testinony and
described ny brutal assault on him My court-appointed attorney did not cross-exam ne him As born-
again Christians in good standing with the Pax, none of the four could be forced to testify under
the influence of Truthtell or any other chemical or electronic formof verification. | volunteered
to undergo Truthtell or fullscan, but the prosecuting attorney protested that such gi mickry was
irrelevant, and the Pax-approved judge agreed. My counselor did not file a protest.

There was no jury. The judge took | ess than twenty minutes to reach a verdict. | was guilty and
sentenced to execution by deat hwand.
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| stood and asked that the sentence be delayed until | could get word to nmy aunt and cousins in
north Aquila so that they could visit ne one last tine. My request was denied. The tine of
execution was set for sunrise on the follow ng day.

3

A priest fromthe Pax nonastery in Port Ronance cane to visit nme that evening. He was a snall
somewhat nervous nman with thinning blond hair and a slight stutter. Once in the w ndow ess
visiting room he introduced hinself as Father Tse and waved the guards away. "My son," he began
and | felt the urge to snle, since the priest |ooked to be about nmy age, "ny son... are you
prepared for tonorrow?"

Any urge to smile fled. | shrugged.

Fat her Tse chewed his lip. "You have not accepted Qur Lord...," he said, voice tense with enotion.
I had the urge to shrug again but spoke instead. "I haven't accepted the cruciform Father. It

m ght not be the sane thing." H's brown eyes were insistent, alnost pleading. "It is the sane
thing, my son. Qur Lord has revealed this." | said nothing.

Fat her Tse set down his nissal and touched ny bound wist. "You know that if you repent this night
and accept Jesus Christ as your personal Savior, that three days after... tonorrow. .. you wl]l

rise to live again in the grace of Qur Lord' s forgiveness.
know t his, do you not, my son?"

| returned his gaze. Sone prisoner in the adjoining cell block had screaned nost of the last three
nights. | felt very tired. "Yes, Father," | said. "I know how the cruciformworks."

Fat her Tse vigorously shook his head. "Not the cruciform my son. The grace of Qur Lord."

| nodded. "Have you gone through resurrection, Father?"

The priest glanced down. "Not yet, my son. But | have no fear of that day." He |ooked up at ne
again. "Nor nust you."

I closed ny eyes for a nmonent. | had been thinking about this for al nost every m nute of the past
si x days and nights. "Look, Father," | said, "I don't nean to hurt your feelings, but | nmade the
deci si on sone years ago not to go under the cruciform and | don't think that this is the right
time to change ny mnd."

Fat her Tse | eaned forward, eyes bright. "Any tine is the right tine to accept Qur Lord, my son

H s brown eyes did not blink. "You do

After sunrise tonorrow there will be no nore tinme. Your dead body will be taken out fromthis

pl ace and di sposed of at sea, nmere food for the carrion fish beyond the bay...."

This was not a new inmage for me. "Yes," | said, "I know the penalty for a nurderer executed

wi t hout converting. But | have this-" | tapped the cortical conme-al ong now pernanently attached to
my tenple. "I don't need a cruciformsynbiote enbedded in me to put ne in a deeper slavery."

Fat her Tse pulled back as if | had slapped him "One nere lifetinme of conmitnment to Qur Lord is
not slavery," he said, his stutter banished by cold anger. "MIIlions have offered this before the
tangi bl e bl essing of imrediate resurrection in this life was offered. Billions gratefully accept
it now" He stood up. "You have the choice, ny son. Eternal light, with the gift of al nost

unlinmted life in this world in which to serve Christ, or eternal darkness."

| shrugged and | ooked away.

Fat her Tse bl essed ne, said good-bye in tones comingled with sadness and contenpt, turned, called
the guards, and was gone. A mnute |later pain stabbed at my skull as the guards tickled nmy come-
along and led nme back to ny cell.

-:O:-***-:O:-

I won't bore you with a long litany of the thoughts that chased through ny mnd that endl ess
autumm night. | was twenty-seven years old. | loved life with a passion that sonetinmes led nme into
trouble... although never anything as serious as this before. For the first few hours of that

final night, | pondered escape the way a caged ani mal nust claw at steel bars. The prison was set

hi gh on the sheer cliff overlooking the reef called the Mandi ble, far out on Toschahi Bay.
Everyt hi ng was unbreakabl e Perspex, unbendable steel, or seanl ess plastic. The guards carried
deat hwands, and | sensed no reluctance in themto use them Even if | should escape, a touch of a
button on the cone-along renmote would curl ne up with the universe's worst mgraine until they
foll owed the beacon to ny hiding place.

My [ ast hours were spent pondering the folly of my short, useless life. | regretted nothing but
also had little to show for Raul Endym on's twenty-seven years on Hyperion. The dom nant thene of
my life seened to be the sane perverse stubbornness that had led ne to reject resurrection

So you owe the Church a lifetine of service, whispered a frenzied voice in the back of ny skull

at least you get a lifetinme that way! And nore lifetinmes beyond that! How can you turn down a dea
like that? Anything's better than real death... your rotting corpse being fed to the anpreys,

coel acant hs, and skarkworns. Think about this! | closed ny eyes and pretended to sleep just to
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flee fromthe shouts echoing in ny own nind

The night lasted an eternity, but sunrise still seemed to conme early. Four guards wal ked ne to the
deat h chanber, strapped nme into a wooden chair, and then sealed the steel door. If | | ooked over
my |left shoulder, | could see faces peering through the Perspex. Sonehow | had expected a priest-
maybe not Father Tse again, but a priest, some representative of the Pax-to offer ne one fina
chance at imortality. There was none. Only part of nme was glad. | cannot say now whether | would
have changed ny nind at the | ast nonent.

The nmet hod of execution was sinple and nechani cal -not as ingenious as a Schrodi nger cat box,
perhaps, but clever nonethel ess. A short-range deathwand was set on the wall and ained at the
chair where | sat. | sawthe red light click on the small comog unit attached to the weapon.
Prisoners in adjoining cells had gl eefully whispered the nmechanics of nmy death to nme even before
the sentence had been passed. The conml og conputer had a random nunber generator. \Wen the nunber
generated was a prinme snaller than seventeen, the deat hwand beam woul d be activated. Every synapse
in the gray lunmp that was the personality and nenory of Raul Endym on woul d be fused. Destroyed.
Melted down to the neuronic equival ent of radioactive slag. Autononmic functions would cease nere
mlliseconds |ater. My heart and breathing would stop al nost as soon as ny m nd was destroyed.
Experts said that death by deathwand was as painless a way to die as had ever been invented. Those
resurrected after deathwand execution usually did not want to tal k about the sensation, but the
word in the cells was that it hurt like hell-as if every circuit in your brain were expl oding.

I looked at the red light of the com og and the business end of the short deathwand. Sonme wag had
rigged an LED display so that | could see the nunmeral s being generated. They flicked by Iike floor

nunbers on an el evator to hell: 26-74-109-19-37... they had programmed the conl og to generate no
nunbers | arger than 150... 77-42-12-60-84-129-108-14-
| lost it then. |I balled ny fists, strained at the unyielding plastic straps, and screaned

obscenities at the walls, at the pale faces distorted through the Perspex wi ndows, at the fucking
Church and its fucking Pax, at the fucking coward who'd killed ny dog, at the goddammed fucki ng
cowar ds who. .

I did not see the | ow prinme nunber appear on the display. | did not hear the deathwand hum softly
as its beamwas activated. | did feel sonething, a sort of hem ock col dness starting at the back
of my skull and w dening to every part of ny body with the speed of nerve conduction, and | felt
surprise at feeling sonmething. The experts are wong and the cons are right, | thought wildly. You
can feel your own death by deathwand. | would have giggled then if the nunbness had not fl owed
over me |like a wave.

Li ke a bl ack wave

A bl ack wave that carried ne anay with it.

4

I was not surprised to wake up alive. | suppose one is surprised only when one awakens dead. At
any rate, | awoke with no nore disconfort than a vague tingling in ny extremties and lay there
wat chi ng sunlight crawm across a rough plaster ceiling for a mnute or nore until an urgent

t hought shook ne full awake.

Wait a minute, wasn't |... didn't they... ??

| sat up and | ooked around. If there was any lingering sense that ny execution had been a dream
the prosaic quality of my surroundings dispelled it imediately. The room was pie-shaped with a
curved and whi tewashed outer stone wall and thick plaster ceilings. The bed was the only piece of
furniture, and the heavy off-white linen on it conpl enented the texture of plaster and stone.
There was a nassi ve wooden door-cl osed- and an arched wi ndow open to the el enments. One gl ance at
the I apis sky beyond the window told nme that | was still on Hyperion. There was no chance that |
was still in the Port Romance prison; the stone here was too old, the details of the door too
ornamental, the quality of linen too good.

I rose, found nyself naked, and wal ked to the wi ndow. The autumm breeze was brisk, but the sun was
warmon nmy skin. I was in a stone tower. Yellow chal ma and the thick tangle of |ow weirwod wove a
solid canopy of treetops up hills to the horizon. Everblues grew on granite rock faces. | could
see other walls, ranparts, and the curve of another tower stretching away al ong the ridgeline upon
which this tower stood. The walls seenmed old. The quality of their construction and the organic
feel of their architecture was froman era of skill and taste | ong predating the Fall

I guessed at once where | nust be: the chal ma and wei rwood suggested that | was still on the

sout hern continent of Aquila; the elegant ruins spoke of the abandoned city of Endym on

| had never been to the town fromwhich ny famly took its surname, but | had heard nmany
descriptions of it from Gan-dam our clan storyteller. Endym on had been one of the first
Hyperion cities settled after the dropship crash al nost seven hundred years earlier. Until the
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Fall it had been fanous for its fine university, a huge, castlelike structure that towered over
the old town below it. G andam s great-grandfather's grandfather had been a professor at the
university until the Pax troops commandeered the entire region of central Aquila and literally
sent thousands of people packing.

And now | had returned.

A bald man with blue skin and cobalt-blue eyes cane through the door, set underwear and a sinple
daysuit of what | ooked |ike homespun cotton on the bed, and said, "Please get dressed."”

| adnmit that | stared silently as the man turned and went out the door. Blue skin. Bright-blue

eyes. No hair. He... it... had to be the first android that | had ever seen. If asked, | would
have said that there were no androids left on Hyperion. They had been illegal to biofacture since
before the Fall, and al though they had been inported by the | egendary Sad King Billy to build nost
of the cities in the north centuries ago, | had never heard of one still existing on our world.

shook nmy head and got dressed. The daysuit fit nicely, despite my rather unusually |arge shoul ders
and | ong | egs.

I was back at the wi ndow when the android returned. He stood by the open door and gestured with an
open hand. "This way please, M Endym on."

| resisted the inpulse to ask questions and followed himup the tower stairs. The roomat the top
took up the entire floor. Late-afternoon sunlight streamed in through yell ow and-red stained-gl ass
wi ndows. At |east one wi ndow was open, and | could hear the rustle of the |eaf canopy far bel ow as
a wind cane up fromthe valley.

This roomwas as white and bare as ny cell had been, except for a cluster of nedical equipnment and
comruni cation consoles in the center of the circle. The android left, closing the heavy door
behind him and it took ne a second to realize that there was a human being in the | ocus of al

t hat equi pnent.

At least | thought it was a human bei ng.

The man was lying on a flowfoam hoverchair bed that had been adjusted to a sitting position.

Tubes, 1V drips, nonitor filaments, and organic-looking unbilicals ran fromthe equipnent to the
wi zened figure in the chair. | say "wi zened,” but in truth the man's body | ooked al nost nunmi fi ed,
the skin winkled Iike the folds of an old | eather jacket, the skull nottled and al nbst perfectly
bald, the arnms and | egs enmaciated to the point of being vestigial appendages. Everything about the
old man's posture nade ne think of a winkled and featherl ess baby bird that had fallen out of the
nest. H s parchment skin had a blue cast to it that nade ne think android for a nmonent, but then
saw the different shade of blue, the faint glow of the palnms, ribs, and forehead, and realized
that I was | ooking at a real human who had enjoyed-or suffered-centuries of Poul sen treatnents.

No one receives Poul sen treatnments anynore. The technology was lost in the Fall, as were the raw
materials fromworlds lost in tine and space. O so | thought. But here was a creature at | east
many centuries old who nust have received Poul sen treatnments as recently as decades ago.

The ol d man opened his eyes.

| have since seen eyes with as much power as his, but nothing in ny life to that point had
prepared ne for the intensity of such a gaze. | think | took a step back

"Conme closer, Raul Endymion." The voice was |like the scraping of a dull blade on parchnent. The
old man's mouth noved like a turtle's beak

| stepped closer, stopping only when a com consol e stood between me and the mummified form The
old man blinked and lifted a bony hand that still seemed too heavy for the twig of a wist. "Do
you know who | anP" The scratch of a voice was as soft as a whisper.

I shook ny head.

"Do you know where you are?"

I took a breath. "Endym on. The abandoned university, | think."

The wrinkles folded back in a toothless smile. "Very good. The namesake recogni zes the heaps of
stone which nanmed his fanmily. But you do not know who | night be?"

"No. "

"And you have no questions about how you survived your execution?"

| stood at parade rest and waited.

The old man sniled again. "Very good, indeed. Al things come to himwho waits. And the details
are not that enlightening... bribes in high places, a stunner substituted for the deat hwand, nore
bribes to those who certify the death and di spose of the body. It is not the 'how we are
interested in, is it, Raul Endym on?"

"No," | said at last. "Wy."

The turtle's beak twitched, the nmmssive head nodded. | noticed now that even through the damage of
centuries, the face was still sharp and angul ar-a satyr's countenance.

"Precisely," he said. "Why? Wiy go to the trouble of faking your execution and transporting your

file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt (9 of 238) [1/15/03 6:05:43 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt

fucki ng carcass across half a fucking continent? Wy indeed?"

The obscenities did not seemespecially harsh fromthe old man's nouth. It was as if he had
sprinkled his speech with themfor so long that they deserved no special enphasis. | waited.

"I want you to run an errand for ne, Raul Endymion." The old nman's breath wheezed. Pale fluid
flowed through the intravenous tubes.

"Do | have a choice?"

The face snmiled again, but the eyes were as unchanging as the stone in the walls. "W always have
choi ces, dear boy. In this case you can ignore any debt you mght owe ne for saving your life and

sinply leave here... walk away. My servants will not stop you. Wth luck you will get out of this
restricted area, find your way back to nore civilized regions, and avoid Pax patrols where your
identity and | ack of papers might be... ah... enbarrassing.”

| nodded. My clothes, chrononeter, work papers, and Pax ID were probably in Toschahi Bay by now.
Wrking as a hunting guide in the fens made ne forget how often the authorities checked IDs in the

cities. I would soon be reminded if | wandered back to any of the coastal cities or inland towns.
And even rural jobs such as shepherd and guide required Pax ID for tax and tithe forns. Wiich |eft
hiding in the interior for the rest of ny life, living off the I and and avoi di ng peopl e.

"Or," said the old man, "you can run an errand for ne and becone rich." He paused, his dark eyes
i nspecting me the way | had seen professional hunters inspect pups that nmight or mght not prove
to be good hunting dogs.

"Tell me," | said.

The old man closed his eyes and rattled in a deep breath. He did not bother to open his eyes when
he spoke. "Can you read, Raul Endym on?"

"Yes. "

"Have you read the poem known as the Cantos?"

"No. "

"But you have heard sonme of it? Surely, being born into one of the nomadi ¢ shepherd clans of the
north, the storyteller has touched on the Cantos?" There was a strange tone in the cracked voice
Modesty, perhaps.

| shrugged. "I've heard bits of it. My clan preferred the Garden Epic or the d ennon-Hei ght Saga
The satyr features creased into a smile. "The Garden Epic. Yes. Raul was a centaur-hero in that,
was he not ?"

| said nothing. Grandam had | oved the character of the centaur named Raul. My nmother and | both
had grown up listening to tales of him

"Do you believe the stories?" snapped the old nan. "The Cantos tales, | nean."”

"Believe then?" | said. "That they actually happened that way? The pilgrins and the Shrike and al
that?" | paused a minute. There were those who believed all the tall tales told in the Cantos. And
there were those who believed none of it, that it was all nyth and naundering thrown together to
add nystery to the ugly war and confusion that was the Fall. "I never really thought about it," |

said truthfully. "Does it matter?"

The old man seened to be choking, but then | realized that the dry, rattling sounds were chuckl es.
"Not really," he said at last. "Now, listen. I will tell you the outline of the... errand. It
takes energy for ne to speak, so save your questions for when | am finished." He blinked and
gestured with his nottled claw toward the chair covered with a white sheet. "Do you wish to sit?"
I shook ny head and renmi ned at parade rest.

"All right," said the old man. "My story begins al nost two hundred seventy-sonme years ago during
the Fall. One of the pilgrins in the Cantos was a friend of nmine. Her nane was Brawne Lami a. She
was real. After the Fall... after the death of the Hegenmony and the opening of the Tine Tonbs...
Brawne Lami a gave birth to a daughter. The child's nane was Diana, but the little girl was
headstrong and changed her nane al nost as soon as she was ol d enough to talk. For a while she was
known as Cynthia, then Cate... short for Hecate... and then, when she turned twelve, she insisted
that her friends and famly call her Tenmis. Wien | |ast saw her, she was called Aenea.... "l heard
t he nane as Ah-nee-a.

The ol d man stopped and squinted at ne. "You think this is not inportant, but nanes are inportant.
If you had not been naned after this city, which was in turn nanmed after an anci ent poem then you
woul d not have cone to ny attention and you could not be here today. You would be dead. Feeding
the skarkworns in the Great South Sea. Do you understand, Raul Endym on?"

"No," | said.

He shook his head. "It does not matter. Were was |?"

"The last tine you saw the child, she called herself Aenea."

"Yes." The old nman cl osed his eyes again. "She was not an especially attractive child, but she
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was. .. unique. Everyone who knew her felt that she was different. Special. Not spoiled, despite
all the nonsense with the name changes. Just... different." He smiled, showi ng pink guns. "Have
you ever met someone who is profoundly different, Raul Endym on?"

| hesitated only a second. "No," | said. It was not quite true. This old man was different. But |
knew he was not asking that.

"Cate... Aenea... was different," he said, eyes closed again. "Her nother knewit. O course,

Brawne knew that the child was special before she was born...
enough to squint at nme. "You' ve heard this part of the Cantos!"

"Yes," | said. "It was foretold by a cybrid entity that the woman named Lamia was to give birth to
a child known as the One Who Teaches."

| thought that the old man was going to spit. "A stupid title. No one called Aenea that during the
time | knew her. She was sinply a child, brilliant and headstrong, but a child. Everything that
was uni que was unique only in potential. But then..."

H s voice trailed off and his eyes seemed to filmover. It was as if he had |lost track of the
conversation. | waited.

"But then Brawne Lamia died," he said several mnutes later, voice stronger, as if there had been
no gap in the nonol ogue, "and Aenea di sappeared. She was twelve. Technically, | was her guardian
but she did not ask nmy permission to disappear. One day she left and | never heard from her again.
"' Here the story paused again, as if the old nan were a nachi ne that ran down occasionally and
requi red sonme internal rew nding.

"Where was | ?" he said at |ast.

"You never heard from her again."

"Yes. | never heard fromher, but | know where she went and when she will reappear. The Tine Tonbs
are off-limts now, guarded from public view by the Pax troops stationed there, but do you
remenber the names and functions of the tonbs, Raul Endym on?"

He stopped and opened his eyes

I grunted. Grandamused to grill ne on aspects of the oral tales in rmuch this way. | used to think
that Grandam was old. Next to this ancient, w zened thing, G andam had been an infant. "I think I
remenber the tonbs,” | said. "There was the one called the Sphinx, the Jade Tonb, the belisk, the

Crystal Monolith, where the soldier was buried..."

"Col onel Fedmahn Kassad," nuttered the old nman. Then his gaze returned to ne. "Go on."
"The three Cave Tonbs..."

"Only the Third Cave Tonb | ed anywhere,"” interrupted the old man again.
wor| ds. The Pax sealed it. Go on."

"That's all | can renmenber... oh, the Shrike Pal ace.™

The old man showed a turtle's sharp smle. "One nustn't forget the Shrike Palace or our old friend
the Shrike, nmust one? Is that all of thenP"

"l think so," | said. "Yes."

The munmi fied figure nodded. "Brawne Lam a's daughter di sappeared through one of these tonbs. Can
you guess whi ch one?"

"No." | did not know, but | suspected.

"Seven days after Brawne died, the girl left a note, went to the Sphinx in the dead of night, and
di sappeared. Do you renenber where the Sphinx |ed, boy?"

"According to the Cantos,"” | said, "Sol Wintraub and his daughter traveled to the distant future
t hr ough the Sphinx."

"Yes," whispered the ancient thing in the hoverbed. "Sol and Rachel and a precious few others

di sappeared into the Sphinx before the Pax sealed it and closed off the Valley of the Tinme Tonbs.
Many tried in those early days-tried to find a shortcut to the future-but the Sphinx seened to
choose who might travel its tunnel through tine."

"And it accepted the girl," | said.

The old man nerely grunted at this statement of the obvious. "Raul Endynion
"do you know what | am going to ask of you?"

"To | abyrinths on other

he rasped at | ast,

"No," | said, although once again | had a strong suspicion

"I want you to go after ny Aenea,"” said the old man. "I want you to find her, to protect her from

the Pax, to flee with her, and-when she has grown up and becone what she nust becone-to give her a
message. | want you to tell her that her uncle Martin is dying and that if she wi shes to speak to

hi m agai n, she nust come hone."

I tried not to sigh. |I'd guessed that this ancient thing had once been the poet Martin Sil enus.

Everyone knew the Cantos and its author. How he had escaped the Pax purges and been allowed to
live in this restricted place was a nystery, but one | did not choose to explore. "You want nme to
go north to the continent of Equus, fight ny way past several thousand Pax troops, sonehow get
into the Valley of the Time Tonbs, get into the Sphinx, hope it... accepts ne... then chase this
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child into the distant future, hang around with her for a few decades, and then tell her to go
back in tine to visit you?"

For a nonent there was a silence broken only by the soft sounds of Martin Silenus's |ife-support
equi pnment. The nmachi nes were breathing. "Not exactly," he said at |ast.

| waited.

"She has not traveled to sonme distant future," said the old man. "At |east not distant fromus
now. When she stepped through the entrance of the Sphinx two hundred forty-seven years ago, it was
for a short trip through tinme... two hundred sixty-two Hyperion years, to be exact."

"How do you know this?" | asked. Fromeverything | had read, no one-not even the Pax scientists
who had had two centuries to study the seal ed tonbs-had been able to predict how far into the
future the Sphinx would send soneone.

"I know it," said the ancient poet. "Do you doubt ne?"

I nstead of responding to that, | said, "So the child... Aenea... will step out of the Sphinx
sonmetime this year."

"She will step out of the Sphinx in forty-two hours, sixteen ninutes,
| admit that | blinked.

"And the Pax will be waiting for her,’
energe..."

| did not ask how they cane by the information

" and capturing Aenea is the single nost inportant thing on the Pax's agenda," rasped the old
poet. "They know that the future of the universe depends upon this."

I knew now that the old poet was senile. The future of the universe depended upon no single
event... that | knew. | held ny silence.

"There are-at this nonent-nore than thirty thousand Pax troops in and around the Valley of the
Time Tonmbs. At least five thousand of themare Vatican Swiss CGuard."

I whistled at this. The Vatican Swiss Guard was the elite of the elite, the best-trained, best-
equipped mlitary force in the far-flung expanse of the Pax. A dozen Vatican Guard troops in full
regalia could have beaten the entire ten thousand troops of Hyperion's Hone Guard. "So," | said,
"I have forty-two hours to get to Equus, cross the Sea of Grass and the nountains, sonehow get
past twenty or thirty thousand of the Pax's best troops, and rescue the girl?"

"Yes," said the ancient figure in the bed.

I managed not to roll ny eyes. "What then?" | said. "There is nowhere we can hide. The Pax
controls all of Hyperion, all spacecraft, the spacel anes, and every world of what used to be the
Hegenony. If she is as inportant as you say, they will turn Hyperion upside down until they find
her. Even if we could sonehow get offplanet, which we can't, there would be no way we could
escape. "

"There is a way for you to get offplanet,"” the poet said in a tired voice. "There is a ship."

| swallowed hard. There is a ship. The idea of traveling between the stars for nonths while
decades or years passed back hone took ny breath away. | had joined the Home Guard with the
childish notion of soneday belonging to the Pax mlitary and flying between the stars. A foolish
noti on for a youngster who had al ready deci ded not to accept the cruciform

"Still," | said, not truly believing that there was a ship. No nenber of the Pax Mercantilus woul d
transport fugitives. "Even if we make it to another world, they would have us. Unless you see us
fleeing by ship for centuries of time-debt."

"No," said the old man. "Not centuries. Not decades. You will escape by ship to one of the nearest
worl ds of the old Hegenobny. Then you will go a secret way. You will see the old worlds. You will
travel the River Tethys."

I knew now that the old man had | ost his reason. When the farcasters fell and the Al TechnoCore
abandoned humanki nd, the Worl dWeb and Hegenony had died that sane day. The tyranny of interstellar
di stances had been rei nposed upon hurmanity. Now only the Pax forces, their puppet Mercantilus, and
the hated Qusters braved the darkness between the stars.

said the old satyr.

he continued. "They al so know to the m nute when she wll

"Cone," rasped the old man. His fingers would not uncurl as he gestured nme closer. | |eaned over
the I ow comconsole. | could snell him.. a vague conbi nation of nedicine, age, and sonething |ike
| eat her.

- =O-*** . =O=-

I did not need the nmenories of Grandanis canpfire tales to explain the River Tethys and to know
why | now knew that the old nman was far gone into senility. Everyone knew about the River Tethys;
it and the so-called G and Concourse had been two constant farcaster avenues between the Hegenony
wor | ds. The Concourse had been a street connecting a hundred-sonme worlds under a hundred-sone
suns, its broad avenue open to everyone and stitched together by farcaster portals that never

cl osed. The River Tethys had been a |l ess-traveled route, but still inportant for bulk comerce and
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the countl ess pleasure boats that had floated effortlessly fromworld to world on the single
hi ghway of water.

The Concourse had been sliced into a thousand separate segnents by the Fall of the Worl dwWb
farcaster network; the Tethys had sinply ceased to exist, the connecting portals useless, the
single river on a hundred worlds reverted to a hundred smaller rivers that woul d never be
connected again. Even the old poet seated before me had described the river's death. | renenbered
the words from Grandanis recitation of the Cantos:

And the river that had flowed on

For two centuries or nore Linked through space and tine

By the tricks of TechnoCore

Ceased fl owi ng now

On Fuji and on Barnard's Wrld

On Acteon and Deneb Drei

On Esperance and Never nore.

Everywhere the Tethys ran,

Li ke ri bbons through

The worl ds of nman,

There the portals worked no nore,

There the riverbeds ran dry,

There the currents ceased to swirl.

Lost were the tricks of TechnoCore,

Lost were the travelers forevernore

Locked the portal, |ocked the door,

Fl owed the Tet hys, nevernore.

-:O:-***-:O:-

"Come cl oser," whispered the old poet, still beckoning me with his yellowed finger. | |eaned
closer. The ancient creature's breath was like a dry wind out of an unseal ed tonb-free of odor
but anci ent, sonehow redol ent of forgotten centuries-as he whispered to ne:

"A thing of beauty is a joy forever: Its loveliness increases; it will never Pass into

not hi ngness. . ."

| pulled ny head back and nodded as if the old man had said sonething sensible. It was clear that
he was mad.

As if reading ny mind, the old poet chuckled. "I have often been called insane by those who
underesti mate the power of poetry. Do not decide now, Raul Endymon. We will neet later for dinner
and | will finish describing your chall enge. Decide then. For now. .. rest! Your death and

resurrection nust have tired you." The old nman hunched over, and there cane the dry rattling that
I now understood as | aughter

-:O:-***-:O:-

The android showed me back to my room | caught glinpses of courtyards and outbuil di ngs through
the tower wi ndows. Once | saw anot her androi d-al so nmal e-wal ki ng past clerestory wi ndows across the
courtyard

My gui de opened the door and stepped back. | realized that | would not be locked in, that | was

not a prisoner

"Eveni ng cl ot hes have been set out for you, sir," said the blue-skinned nman. "You are, of course,
free to go or wander the old university grounds as you wi sh. | should warn you, M Endymni on, that
there are dangerous animals in the forest and nountains in this vicinity."

I nodded and snil ed. Dangerous animals would not keep ne fromleaving if | wished to | eave. At the
moment | did not.

The android turned to | eave then, and on inpulse | stepped forward and did sonething that woul d
change the course of nmy life forever

"Wait," | said. | extended a hand. "W haven't been introduced. |'m Raul Endymi on."

For a |l ong nonment the android only | ooked at ny extended hand, and | was sure that | had comitted
sonme breach of protocol. Androids had been, after all, considered sonmething | ess than hunman
centuries ago when they had been biofactured for use during the Hegira expansi on. Then the
artificial man grasped nmy hand in his and shook firmy. "I amA. Bettik," he said softly. "It is a
pl easure to make your acquaintance."

A. Bettik. The nane had sone resonance for me that | could not place. | said, "I would like to
talk to you, A Bettik. Learn nore about... about you and this place and the old poet."

The android's blue eyes lifted, and |I thought | glinpsed sonething |ike anmusenment there. "Yes,
sir," he said. "I would be happy to speak with you. | fear that it nust be later, since there are

many duties | have to oversee at this nonment."
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"Later, then," | said, and stepped back. "I look forward to it."

A. Bettik nodded and descended the tower stairs.

I wal ked into ny room Except for the bed being nade and a suit of el egant evening clothes laid
out there, the space was just as it had been. | went to the wi ndow and | ooked out over the ruins
of Endymion University. Tall everblues rustled in the cool breeze. Violet |eaves tunbled fromthe
wei rwood stand near the tower and scraped across the flagstone pavenent twenty meters bel ow

Chal ma | eaves scented the air with their distinctive cinnanon. | had grown up only a few hundred
kil ometers northeast, on the Aquila moors between these nountains and the rugged area known as the
Beak, but the chill freshness of the nmountain air here was new to ne. The sky seenmed a deeper

| apis than any | had seen fromthe noors or lowl ands. | breathed in the autum air and grinned:
what ever strangeness |ay ahead, | was dammed glad to be alive.

Leaving the wi ndow, | headed for the tower stairs and a | ook around the university and city after

which ny fanmily had taken its nane. However crazy the old nan was, dinner conversation should be
i nteresting.

Suddenly, when | was al nbst at the base of the tower stairs, | stopped in my tracks.

A. Bettik. The nane was from Grandanis telling of the Cantos. A Bettik was the android who
piloted the pilgrins' levitation barge Benares northeast fromthe city of Keats on the continent
of Equus, up the Hoolie River past Naiad River Station, the Karla Locks, and Doukhobor's Copse to
where the navigable river ended in Edge. From Edge the pilgrins had gone on al one across the Sea
of Grass. | renmenbered listening as a child, wondering why A Bettik was the only android naned,
and wondering what had happened to himwhen the pilgrins | eft himbehind at Edge. The name had
been lost to ne for nore than two decades.

Shaki ng ny head slightly, wondering whether it was the old poet or | who was nmad, | went out into
the late-afternoon light to explore Endym on
5

At the sane nonent that | amtaking ny |leave of A Bettik, six thousand light-years away, in a
star system known only by NGC nunbers and navi gati on coordi nates, a Pax task force of three fast-
attack torchships led by Father Captain Federico de Soya is destroying an orbital forest. The
Quster trees have no defenses agai nst the Pax warships, and the encounter mnight be described nore
accurately as slaughter than battle.

I nmust explain something here. | amnot specul ati ng about these events: they occurred precisely as
| describe them Nor am | extrapolating or guessing in the scenes | am about to share when | tell
you what Father Captain de Soya or the other principals did when there were no w tnesses present.
O what they thought. O what enotions they felt. These things are literal truth. Later, | wll
explain how | canme to know these things... to know them w thout hint of distortion... but for now
| ask that you accept them for what they are-the truth. The three Pax torchships drop from
relativistic velocities under nore than six hundred gravities of decel erati on-what spacefarers for
centuries have called "raspberry jamdelta-v"- neaning, of course, that if the interna

containnent fields were to fail for a microsecond, the crews would be little nore than a | ayer of
raspberry jamon the deckpl at es.

The containnment fields do not fail. At one AU, Father Captain de Soya brings up the orbital forest
in the viewsphere. Everyone in the Conbat Control Center pauses to glance at the display: several
thousand of the Quster-tailored trees, each at least half a kiloneter |ong, nove in an el aborate
choreography along the plane of the ecliptic-gravity-clustered copses, braided strands, and subtly
shifting patterns of trees, always noving, their | eaves always turned toward the Gtype sun, their
| ong branches shifting to find the perfect alignment, their thirsty roots deep in the vaporous fog
of noisture and nutrients provided by the shepherd conmets noving anong the forest clusters |ike
giant dirty snowballs. Flitting between the branches of these trees and between the trees

t hensel ves, Quster variants are visible-hunanoi d shapes with silver-reflective skin and nicron-
thin butterfly wi ngs extendi ng hundreds of nmeters. These w ngs catch the sunlight fromnonent to
nmonent as they open and blink Iike brilliant Christmas lights within the green foliage of the
orbital forest.

"Fire!" says Father Captain Federico de Soya.

At two-thirds AU, the three torchships of Pax Task Force MAG open up with their Iong-distance
weapons. At that distance even energy beans would seemto crawl toward their targets like

I'i ghtni ng bugs on a bl ack bedsheet, but the Pax ships carry hypervelocity and hyperkinetic
weapons: essentially small Hawking-drive starships in their own right, some carrying plasna

war heads, which are spun up to relativistic velocities in mcroseconds to detonate within the
forest, others designed sinply to drop back into real space, their nass enlarged, and to pl ow
through the trees |like cannonballs fired through wet cardboard at point-blank range. Mnutes |ater
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the three torchships are within energy-beam di stance, and the CPBs | ance out in a thousand
directions simultaneously, their beans visible because of the riot of colloidal particles now
filling space like dust in an old attic.

The forest burns. Tail ored bark, oh-two pods, and self-sealing | eaves burst from viol ent
deconpression or are sawed through by beans and shaped plasma bl ast-tendrils, and the escaping

gl obul es of oxygen fuel the fires am d the vacuumuntil the air freezes or burns away. And the
forest burns. Tens of millions of |eaves fly away fromthe exploding forest, each |leaf or cluster
of leaves its own blazing pyre, while trunks and branches burn agai nst the bl ack background of
space. The shepherd conmets are struck and then volatilize in an instant, blasting the braided
strands of forest apart in expanding shock waves of steam and nolten rock fragnents. Space-
tailored Qusters- "Lucifer's angels" as the Pax forces have contenptuously called themfor
centuries-are caught in the explosions like translucent moths in a flame. Sone are sinply bl own
apart by the plasma expl osions or comet bursts. OQthers are caught in the path of CPBs and becone
hyper ki neti c objects thensel ves before their delicate wi ngs and organs are flung apart. Sone
attenpt to flee, expanding their solar wings to the maximumin a vain attenpt to outrun the

car nage.

None survive

The encounter takes less than five minutes. Wen it is done, the MAG task force decel erates
through the forest at a dininished thirty gravities, the fusion-flane tails of the torchships
igniting any tree fragnments that have escaped the initial attack. Were the forest had floated in
space five minutes before- green | eaves catching the sunlight, roots drinking the spheres of conet-
wat er, Quster angels floating |ike radi ant gossaners anong the branches-now there is only a torus
of snoke and expanding debris filling the plane of the ecliptic along this arc of space.

"Any survivors?" asks Father Captain de Soya, standing along the edge of the C3 central display,
hi s hands cl asped behind his back, balancing easily, with only the balls of his feet touching the
sticktight strip around the display rim Despite the fact that the torchship is still decelerating
under thirty gravities, the Conbat Control Center is held at a constant one-fiftieth standard-g
m crogravity. The dozen officers in the roomsit and stand with their heads toward the center of
the sphere. De Soya is a short nan in his nidthirties, standard. H's face is round, the skin dark
and friends had noticed over the years that his eyes reflected priestly conpassion nore frequently
than military ruthl essness. They are troubl ed now

"No survivors," says Mdther Commander Stone, de Soya's executive officer and another Jesuit. She
turns fromthe tactical display to shunt into a blinking comunit.

De Soya knows that none of his officers in the C3 are pleased by this engagenent. Destroying
Quster orbital forests is part of their nission-the seemngly innocuous trees serve as refueling
and refitting centers for conbat Swarns-but few Pax warriors take pleasure in wanton destruction.
They were trained as knights of the Church, defenders of the Pax, not as destroyers of beauty or
murderers of unarned life-forns, even if those life-forns were tailored Custers who had
surrendered their souls.

"Lay in the usual search pattern,” de Soya orders. "Tell the crew to stand down frombattle
stations.” On a nodern torch-ship the crew consists of only these dozen officers and half a dozen
others spread throughout the ship

Suddenly Mot her Commander Stone interrupts. "Sir, a Hawking-drive distortion readi ng up-angle
seventy-two, coordinates two-twenty-nine, forty-three, one-oh-five. Cplus exit point at seven-oh-
oh-poi nt-five-thousand klicks. Probability of single vehicle, ninety-six percent. Relative

vel ocity unknown.™

"Full battle stations," says de Soya. He smiles slightly w thout being aware of doing so. Perhaps
the Qusters are rushing to the rescue of their forest. O perhaps there was a single defender and
it has just launched a standoff weapon from sonewhere beyond the systemis Cort cloud. O perhaps
it is the vanguard of an entire Swarm of Quster fighting units and his task force is dooned.

What ever the threat, Father Captain de Soya prefers a fight to this... this vandalism

"Vehicle is translating," reports the acquisition officer fromhis perch above de Soya' s head.
"Very good," says Father Captain de. Soya. He watches displays flicker before his eyes, resets his
shunt, and opens several virtual-optic channels. Now the C3 fades away and he stands in space, a
giant five mllion klicks tall, seeing his own ships |like specks with flamng tails, the curved
col um of snoke that is the destroyed forest bending past at belt height, and now this intruder
flicking into existence seven hundred thousand klicks and an arnreach above the plane of the
ecliptic. Red spheres around his ships show external fields at conbat strength. Qher colors fill
space, displaying sensor readings, acquisition pulses, and targeting preparation. Wrking on the
mllisecond tactical |evel, de Soya can | aunch weapons or unleash energies by pointing and
snappi ng his fingers.
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"Transponder beacon," reports the comofficer. "Current codes check. It is a Pax courier

Archangel class."

De Soya frowns. What can be so inportant that the Pax Command is sending the Vatican's fastest
vehicle-a craft so swift that it is also the Pax's greatest secret weapon? De Soya can see the Pax
codes surrounding the tiny ship in tactical space. Its fusion flane reaches scores of kil oneters.
The ship is using al most no energy on internal containnent fields, and the gravities involved are
beyond raspberry-jaml evels.

"Uncrewed?" queries de Soya. He desperately hopes so. Archangel -class ships can travel anywhere in
known space within days-real-tine days!-rather than the weeks of ship-tinme and years of real tine
demanded by all other craft-but no one survives archangel voyages.

Mot her Commander Stone steps into the tactical environment with him Her black tunic is al nost

i nvi si bl e agai nst space so that her pale face seens to float above the ecliptic, sunlight fromthe
virtual star illuminating her sharp cheekbones. "No, sir," she says softly. Her voice can be heard
only by de Soya in this node. "Beacon indicates two nmenbers of the crew in fugue."

"Dear Jesus," whispers de Soya. It is nore prayer than curse. Even in high-g fugue tanks, these
two people, already killed during C-plus travel, will now be nore a mcrothin |ayer of protein
paste than healthy raspberry jam "Prepare the resurrection creches," he says on the comobn band
Mot her Commander Stone touches the shunt behind her ear and frowns. "Message enbedded i n code.
Human couriers are to be resurrected priority al pha. D spensation | evel Orega."

Fat her Captain de Soya's head snaps around and he stares at his executive officer for a silent
monment. The snoke fromthe burning orbital forest swirls around their waists. Priority
resurrection defies the doctrine of the Church and the rules of Pax Command; it is al so dangerous-
the chances for inconplete reintegration go fromnear zero at the usual three-day rate, to al nost
fifty percent at the three-hour level. And priority level Onmega neans Hi s Holiness on Pacem

De Soya sees the knowl edge in his exec's eyes. This courier ship is fromthe Vatican. Either
sonmeone there or someone in Pax Command, or both, considered this nmessage inportant enough to send
an irrepl aceabl e archangel courier ship, to kill two high-ranking Pax officers-since no one el se
woul d be trusted with an archangel -and to risk inconplete reintegration of those same two

of ficers.

In tactical space de Soya raises his eyebrows in response to his exec's questioning | ook. On the
command band he says, "Very well, Commander. Instruct all three ships to nmatch velocities. Prepare
a boarding party. | want the fugue tanks transferred and the resurrecti ons conpl eted by oh-six-
thirty hours. Please give nmy conplinments to Captain Hearn on the Ml chior and Mot her Captain
Boul ez on the Caspar, and ask themto join me on the Balthazar for a neeting with the couriers at
oh-seven- hundred. "

Fat her Captain de Soya steps fromtactical space to the reality of the C3. Stone and the others
are still |ooking at him

"Quickly," says de Soya, and kicks off fromthe display rim flying across the space to his
private door and pulling hinself through the circular hatch. "Wake nme when the couriers are
resurrected,” he says to the white faces watching himin the seconds before the door irises shut.
6

| wal ked the streets of Endynmion and tried to come to grips with my life, ny death, and ny life
agai n.

I should say here that | was not as cool about these things-ny trial, my "execution," ny strange
meeting with this nythic old poet-as this narrative would suggest. Part of ne was shaken to its
core. They had tried to kill ne! | wanted to blanme the Pax, but the courts were not agents of the
Pax-not directly. Hyperion had its own Home Rule Council, and the Port Ronance courts were set up
according to our own local politics. Capital punishnent was not an inevitable Pax sentence,
especially on those worlds where the Church governed via theocracy, but was a hol dover from

Hyperion's old colonial days. My quick trial, its inevitable outcone, and ny sumary execution
were, if anything, nore expressions of Hyperion's and Port Ronance's business | eaders' terror of
frightening anay Pax of fworld tourists than anything else. | was a peasant, a hunting guide who

had killed the rich tourist assigned to ny care, and an exanpl e had been made of me. Not hing nore.
I should not take it personally.

| took it very personally. Pausing outside the tower, feeling the sun's heat bounced fromthe
broad paving stones of the courtyard, | slowy raised ny hands. They were shaki ng. Too nuch had
happened too soon, and ny enforced calmduring the trial and the brief period before ny execution
had dermanded too nuch from ne.

| shook ny head and wal ked sl owly through the university ruins. The city of Endym on had been
built high on a brow of a hill, and the university had sat even higher along this ridge during
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col oni al days, so the viewto the south and east was beautiful. Chalnma forests in the valley bel ow

gl owed bright yellow. The | apis sky was free of contrails or airship traffic. |I knew that the Pax
cared nothing about Endymion, that it was the Pinion Plateau region to the northeast that their
troops still guarded and their robots still mned for the unique cruci form synbiotes, but this

entire section of the continent had been off-limts for so nmany decades that it had a fresh

wi | derness feel to it.

Wthin ten minutes of idle walking, | realized that only the tower where | had awakened and its
surroundi ng buil di ngs seenmed occupi ed. The rest of the university was in absolute ruins-its great
halls open to the el enents, its physical plant ransacked centuries before, its playing fields
overgrown, its observatory done shattered-and the city farther down the hillside | ooked even nore
abandoned. | saw entire city bl ocks there reclained by wei rwod tangle and kudzu

| could see that the university had been beautiful in its day: post-Hegira, neo-Gothic buildings
were constructed of the sandstone bl ocks quarried not far fromthere in the foothills of the

Pi nion Pl ateau. Three years earlier, when | had worked as an assistant to the fanpus | andscape
artist Avrol Hunme, doing nmuch of the heavy work as he redesigned the First Fanm |y estates al ong

t he fashi onabl e coast of the Beak, much of the demand then had been for "follies"-ersatz ruins set
near ponds or forest or hilltop. | had becone sonmewhat of an expert in setting old stones in
artful states of deconposition to sinulate ruins-nost of them absurdly ol der than humankind's
history on this Qutback world-but none of Hume's follies had been as attractive as these rea
ruins. | wandered through the bones of a once-great university, adnmired the architecture, and
thought of ny famly

Addi ng the name of a local city to our own had been the tradition of nost indigenie fanm|lies-for
my fanm |y was indeed indigenie, descended fromthose first seedship pioneers al nbst seven
centuries earlier, third-class citizens on our owmn world: third now after the Pax offworlders and
the Hegira colonists who cane centuries after my ancestors. For centuries, then, mnmy people had
lived and worked in these valleys and nountains. Mstly, | was sure, mny indigenie relatives had

| abored at menial jobs-rmuch as ny father had before his early death, when | was eight, nuch as ny
nmot her had continued to until her death five years later, much as | had until this week. M
grandnot her had been born the decade after everyone had been renpoved fromthese regions by the
Pax, but Grandam was ol d enough actually to renmenber the days when our clan famlies roaned as far
as the Pinion Plateau and worked on the fiberplastic plantations to the south of here.

I had no sense of homecomi ng. The cold noors of the area northeast of here were ny hone. The fens
north of Port Romance had been my chosen place to |live and work. This university and town had
never been part of ny life and held no nore relevance to ne than did the wild stories of the old
poet's Cantos.

At the base of another tower, | paused to catch ny breath and consider this last thought. If the
poet's offer was real, the "wild stories" of the Cantos would hold every rel evance for nme. |

t hought of Grandami s recitation of that epic poemrenmenbered the nights watching the sheep in the
north hills, our battery-driven caravans pulled in a protective circle for the night, the | ow
cooking fires doing little to dimthe glory of the constellations or neteor showers above,
remenbered Grandanmis slow, neasured tones until she finished each stanza and waited for nme to
recite the Iines back to her, renenbered ny own inpatience at the process-1 would nuch rather have
been sitting by lantern reading a book-and smled to think that this evening | would be dining
with the author of those lines. Mre, the old poet was one of the seven pilgrins whomthe poem
sang about .

I shook ny head again. Too nmuch. Too soon

There was sonething odd about this tower. Larger and broader than the one in which I had awakened,
this structure had only one wi ndow an open archway thirty neters up the tower. Moire interestingly,
the original doorway had been bricked up. Wth an eye educated by ny seasons as bricklayer and
mason under Avrol Hume, | guessed that the door had been cl osed up before the area had been
abandoned a century ago- but not that |ong before.

To this day | do not know what drew ny curiosity to that building when there were so many ruins to
expl ore that afternoon-but curious |I was. | remenber |ooking up the steep hillside beyond the
tower and noticing the riot of leafy chalma that had wound its way out and around the tower |ike
t hi ck-barked ivy. If one scranmbled up the hillside and penetrated the chal ma grove just..

there... one could craw out that vining branch and just barely reach the sill of that |one

wi ndow. . . .

I shook ny head again. This was nonsense. At the l|least, such a childish expedition would result in
torn clothes and skinned hands. At the nost, one could easily fall the thirty neters to the
flagstones there. And why risk it? What could be in this old bricked-up tower other than spiders
and cobwebs?
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Ten minutes later | was far out on the curled chal ma branch, inching nmy way along and trying to
hang on by finding chinks in the stones or thick-enough branches on the vines above ne. Because
the branch grew against the stone wall, | could not straddle it. Rather, | had to shuffle al ong on
my knees-the overhanging chalma vine was too lowto allow nme to stand- and the sense of exposure
and of being pushed outward toward the drop was terrifying. Every tinme the autumm w nd cane up and
shook the | eaves and branches, | would stop noving and cling for all | was worth.

Finally I reached the wi ndow and began cursing softly. My cal cul ations-so easily made fromthe
paverment thirty neters bel owhad been off a bit. The chal na branch here was al nost three neters
bel ow the sill of the open wi ndow. There were no usabl e toehol ds or fingerholds in this expanse of
stone. If | was to reach the sill, | would have to junp and hope that ny fingers found a grasp
there. That woul d be insane. There was nothing in this tower that could justify such a risk

I waited for the wind to die down, crouched, and | eaped. For a sickening second ny curved -fingers
scrabbl ed backward on crunbling stone and dust, tearing nmy nails and finding no hold, but then
they encountered the rotted remants of the old windowsill and sank in. | pulled nyself up

panting and ripping the shirt fabric over nmy el bows. The soft shoes A Bettik had laid out for ne
scranbl ed agai nst stone to find | everage.

And then | was up and curling nyself onto the w ndow | edge, wondering howin the hell | would get
back down to the chal ma branch. My concerns in that area were anplified a second |ater as

squinted into the darkened interior of the tower.

"Holy shit,"” | whispered to no one in particular. There was an ol d wooden | andi ng just bel ow the
wi ndow | edge on which | clung, but the tower was essentially enpty. The sunlight stream ng through
the window illumnated bits of a rotting stairway above and bel ow t he | andi ng, spiraling around
the inside of the tower nuch as the chal ma vines wapped around the exterior, but the center of
the tower was thick with darkness. | glanced up and saw speckl es of sunlight through what may have
been a tenporary wooden roof some thirty neters higher and realized that this tower was little
more than a glorified grain silo-a giant stone cylinder sixty meters tall. No wonder it had needed
only one wi ndow. No wonder the door had been bricked up even before the evacuation of Endym on
Still maintaining my balance on the windowsill, not trusting the rotted | anding inside, | shook ny
head a final time. My curiosity would get nme killed soneday.

Then, still squinting into the darkness so different fromthe rich afternoon sunlight outside,
realized that the interior was too dark. | could not see the wall or spiral staircase across the
interior. | realized that scattered sunlight illum nated the stone interior here, | could see a
bit of rotted stairway there, and the full cylinder of the inside was visible neters above ne-but
here, on ny level, the majority of the interior was just... gone.

"Christ," | whispered. Sonething was filling the bulk of this dark tower.

Slowy, careful to hold nost of ny weight on nmy arns still balanced on the sill, | |owered nyself
to the interior I|anding. The wood creaked but seened solid enough. Hands still clutching the

wi ndow frame, | let some of ny weight on ny feet and turned to | ook

It still took ne the better part of a minute to realize what | was | ooking at. A spaceship filled
the inside of the tower like a bullet set into the chanber of an ol d-fashioned revolver. i

Setting all my weight on the |anding now, alnpbst not caring if it held ne, | stepped forward to
see better.

The ship was not tall by spacecraft standards-perhaps fifty neters-and it was slender. The neta

of the hull-if netal it was-looked matte bl ack and seened to absorb the light. There was no sheen
or reflection that | could see. | nmade out the ship's outline nostly by |ooking at the stone wall
behind it and seeing where the stones and reflected |light fromthem ended.

I did not doubt for an instant that this was a spaceship. It was al nbst too nmuch a spaceship. |

once read that small children on hundreds of worlds still draw houses by sketching a box with a
pyram d on top, snoke spiraling froma rectangular chimey- even if the kids in question reside in
organically grown living pods high in RNA'd residential trees. Sinilarly, they still draw
mount ai ns as Matterhorn-like pyram ds, even if their own nearby nountains nore resenble the
rounded hills here at the base of the Pinion Plateau. I don't know what the article said the

reason was-racial nenory, perhaps, or the brain being hardwired for certain synbols.

The thing | was |ooking at, peering at, seeing nostly as negative space, was not so nmuch spaceship
as SPACESHI P.

| have seen imges of the oldest O d Earth rockets-pre-Pax, pre-Fall, pre-Hegenony, pre-Hegira...
hell, pre-Everything al nost-and they | ooked Iike this curved bl ackness. Tall, thin, graduated on
both ends, pointed on top, finned on the bottom | was |ooking at the hardw red, racial-nenoried,
synbolically perfect inmage of SPACESH P.

There were no private or m splaced spaceshi ps on Hyperion. O this | was sure. Spacecraft, even of
the sinple interplanetary variety, were sinply too expensive and too rare to |leave |ying around in
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old stone towers. At one tinme, centuries ago before the Fall, when the resources of the Worl dWb
seenmed unlinmited, there may have been a plethora of spacecraft-FORCE military, Hegenony
diplomatic, planetary governnment, corporate, foundation, exploratory, even a few private ships
bel ongi ng to hyperbillionaires-but even in those days only a planetary econony could afford to
build a starship. In ny lifetine-and the Iifetime of nmy nother and grandnother and their nothers
and grandnot hers-only the Pax-that consortium of Church and crude interstellar governnent-could
af ford spaceshi ps of any sort. And no individual in the known universe-not even His Holiness on
Pacem coul d afford a private starship.

And this was a starship. | knewit. Don't ask ne how | knewit, but | knewit.

Payi ng no attention to the terrible condition of the steps, | began descendi ng and ascendi ng the
spiral stairway. The hull was four nmeters fromne. The unfathonabl e bl ackness of it nade ne dizzy.
Hal fway around the interior of the tower and fifteen nmeters bel ow nme, just visible before the

curve of blackness blocked it off, a |anding extended alnmobst to the hull itself.

I ran down to it. One rotted step actually broke under ne, but | was noving so fast that | ignored
it. The landing had no railings here and extended out |like a diving board. A fall fromit would

al nost certainly break bones and leave ne lying in the bl ackness of a sealed tower. | gave it no
thought at all as | stepped out and set ny pal magainst the hull of the ship.

The hull was warm It did not feel like nmetal-nore |ike the snooth skin of sonme sleeping creature.
To add to that illusion, there was the softest novenent and vibration fromthe hull-as if the ship

were breathing, as if | could detect a heartbeat beneath my palm

Suddenly there was true notion beneath my hand, and the hull sinply fell and fol ded away- not
rising nechanically like sone portals |I had seen, and certainly not sw nging on hinges- sinply
folding into itself and out of the way, like lips pulling back

Li ghts turned on. An interior corridor-its ceiling and walls as organic as a glinpse of sone
mechani cal cervi x-gl owed softly.

| paused about three nanoseconds. For years ny life had been as cal mand predictable as nost
people's. This week | had accidentally killed a man, been condemmed and executed, and had awakened
in Gandamis favorite nyth. Wiy stop there?

| stepped into the spaceship, and the doors fol ded shut behind ne |ike a hungry nouth closing on a
nor sel .

-:o:-***-:o:-

The corridor into the ship was not as | would have imagined it. | had always thought of spacecraft
interiors as being like the hold of the seagoing troopships that transported our Home Guard
reginment to Ursus: all gray nmetal, rivets, dogged hatches, and hissing steam pi pes. None of that
was evident here. The corridor was snooth, curved, and al nost featureless, the interior bul kheads

covered with a rich wood as warm and organic as flesh. If there was an air lock, | hadn't seen it.
H dden lights cane on ahead of me as | advanced and then extingui shed thensel ves as | passed,
leaving ne in a small pool of Iight with darkness ahead and behind. |I knew that the ship coul dn't

be nmore than ten nmeters across, but the slight curve of this corridor made it seemlarger on the
inside than it had appeared on the outside.

The corridor ended at what nust have been the center of the ship: an open well with a centra
metal staircase spiraling upward and downward into darkness. | set my foot on the first step and
Iights came on sonmewhere above. Guessing that the nore interesting parts of the ship lay upward,
began to clinb.

The next deck above filled the entire circle of the ship and held an anti que hol opit of the kind I
had seen in old books, a scattering of chairs and tables in a style | could not identify, and a
grand piano. | should say here that probably not one person out of ten thousand born on Hyperion
could have identified that object as a piano-especially not as a grand piano. My nother and
Grandam both had held a passionate interest in music, and a piano had filled nuch of the space in
one of our electric caravans. Many had been the tine | had heard nmy uncles or grandfather
conpl ai ni ng about the bul k and weight of that instrunment-about all of the jules of energy used to
trundl e that heavy pre-Hegira apparatus across the noors of Aquila, and about the commnsense

ef ficiency of having a pocket synthesizer that could create the nusic of any piano... or any other
instrunment. But nother and Grandam were insistent-nothing could equal the sound of a true piano,
no matter how many tines it had to be tuned after transport. And neither grandfather nor uncles
conpl ai ned when Grandam pl ayed Rachmani noff or Bach or Mzart around the canpfire at night. |

| earned about the great pianos of history fromthat old woman-the pre-Hegira grand pi anos

i ncl uded. And now I was | ooki ng at one.

Ignoring the holopit and furniture, ignoring the curved wi ndow wall that showed only the dark
stone of the interior of the tower, | wal ked to the grand piano. The gold lettering above the
keyboard read steinway. | whistled softly and let ny fingers caress the keys, not yet daring to
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depress one. According to Grandam this conpany had ceased naking pi anos before the Big M stake of

' 08, and none had been produced since the Hegira. | was touching an instrunent at |east a thousand
years old. Steinways and Stradivarii were nyths anong those of us who |oved nusic. How could this
be? | wondered, ny fingers still trailing over keys that felt like the | egendary ivory-tusks of an

extinct creature called an el ephant. Human beings like the old poet in the tower m ght possibly
survive from pre-Hegira days-Poul sen treatnments and cryogenic storage could theoretically account
for that-but artifacts of wood and wire and ivory had little chance of making that |ong voyage
through time and space.

My fingers played a chord: GE-GB flat. And then a C-nmjor chord. The tone was flaw ess, the
acoustics of the spaceship perfect. Qur old upright piano had needed tuning by G andam after every
trip of a fewnles across the noors, but this instrunent seened perfectly tuned after countless
light-years and centuries of travel

| pulled the bench out, sat, and began playing Fur Elise. It was a corny, sinple piece, but one
that seemed to fit the silence and solitude of this dark place. Indeed, the lights seened to dim
around ne as the notes rilled the circular roomand seened to echo up and down the dark staircase
well. As | played, | thought of Modther and G andam and how t hey woul d never have guessed that ny
early piano | essons would lead to this solo in a hidden spaceship. The sadness of that thought
seened to fill the nusic | was playing.

When | was finished, | pulled nmy fingers back fromthe keyboard quickly, alnost guiltily, struck
with the presunption of ny poor playing of such a sinple piece on this fine piano, this gift from
the past. | sat in silence for a nonment, wondering about the ship, about the old poet, and about
my own place in this mad schene of things

"Very nice," said a soft voice behind ne.

| adnmit that | junped. | had heard no one clinb or descend the stairs, sensed no one entering the
room My head jerked around.

There was no one in the room

"l have not heard that particular piece played in sonme tine," canme the voice again. It seened to
emanate fromthe center of the enpty room "M previous passenger preferred Rachmani noff."

| set ny hand on the edge of the bench to steady nyself and thought of all the stupid questions
coul d avoi d aski ng.

"Are you the ship?" |I asked, not knowing if this was a stupid question but wanting the answer.

"Of course," cane the reply. The voice was soft but vaguely masculine. | had, of course, heard
tal ki ng machi nes before- such things had been around forever-but never one that mght actually be
intelligent. The Church and Pax had banned all true Als nore than two centuries before, and after
seei ng how the TechnoCore had hel ped the Qusters destroy the Hegenobny, nost of the trillions of
peopl e on a thousand devastated worlds had agreed whol eheartedly. | realized that ny own
programming in that regard had been effective: the thought that | was talking to a truly sentient
devi ce nade ny palnms moist and ny throat tight.

"Who was your... ah... previous passenger?" | said.

There was the hint of a pause. "The gentl enan was generally known as the Consul,
| ast. "He had been a diplomat for the Hegenony for nmuch of his life."

It was my turn to hesitate before speaking. It occurred to ne that perhaps the "execution" in Port
Romance had only scranbl ed ny neurons to the point where | thought | was living in one of

G andani s epi c poens.

"What happened to the Consul ?" | asked.

"He died," said the ship. There may have been the slightest undertone of regret in the voice.
"How?" | said. At the end of the old poet's Cantos, after the Fall of the Wrl dWb, the Hegenony
Consul had taken a ship back to the Web. This ship? "Were did he die?" | added. According to the
Cantos, the ship the Hegenony Consul had | eft Hyperion in had been infused with the persona of the
second John Keats cybrid.

said the ship at

"I can't remenber where the Consul died," said the ship. "I only renenber that he died, and that I
returned here. | presunme there was sone programmi ng of that directive in ny cormmand banks at the
time."

"Do you have a name?" | asked, mildly curious as to whether | was speaking to the Al persona of
John Keats.

"No," said the ship. "Only ship. ''"'" Again there canme sonething nore pause than sinple silence.

"Al though | do seemto recall that | had a nane at one point."

"Was it John?" | asked. "O Johnny?"

"I't may have been," said the ship. "The details are cloudy."

"Whay is that?" | said. "lIs your nmenory nal functioni ng?"

"No, not at all," said the ship. "As far as | can deduce, there was sone traunatic event about two
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hundred standard years ago which deleted certain nmenories, but since then ny nenory and ot her
faculties have been flaw ess.™
"But you don't renenber the event? The trauma?”

"No," said the ship, cheerily enough. "I believe that it occurred at about the sane tine that the
Consul died and | returned to Hyperion, but I amnot certain."

"And since then?" | said. "Since your return you' ve been hidden away here in this tower?"

"Yes," said the ship. "I was in the Poet's City for a time, but for nost of the past two |oca
centuries, | have been here."

"Who brought you here?”
"Martin Silenus," said the ship. "The poet. You net himearlier today."

"You're aware of that?" | said.

"Ch, yes," said the ship. "I was the one who gave M Silenus the data about your trial and
execution. | helped to arrange the bribe to the officials and the transport of your sleeping body
here."

"How did you do that?" | asked, the inage of this massive, archaic ship on the tel ephone too

absurd to deal with.
"Hyperion has no true datasphere,” said the ship, "but | nmonitor all free microwave and satellite
communi cations, as well as certain 'secure' fiber-optic and maser bands which | have tapped into."

"So you're a spy for the old poet," | said.
"Yes," said the shinp.
"And what do you know about the old poet's plans for me?" | asked, turning toward the keyboard

agai n and begi nning Bach's Air on a G string.

"M Endymion," said a different voice behind ne.

I quit playing and turned to see A Bettik, the android, standing at the head of the circular
staircase

"My nmaster had become worried that you were lost," said A. Bettik. "I came to show you the way
back to the tower. You just have tine to dress for dinner."

I shrugged and wal ked to the stairwell. Before follow ng the bl ue-skinned man down the stairs, |
turned and said to the darkening room "It was nice talking to you, Ship."

"It was a pleasure neeting you, M Endymion," said the ship. "I will see you again soon."

7

The torchshi ps Balthazar, Melchior, and Caspar are a full AU beyond the burning orbital forests
and still decelerating around the unnanmed sun when Mt her Conmmander Stone buzzes at Fat her Captain
de Soya's conpartnment portal to informhimthat the couriers have been resurrected. "Actually,
only one was successfully resurrected,"” she anends, floating at the opened iris-door

Fat her Captain de Soya wi nces. "Has the... unsuccessful one... been returned to the resurrection
creche?" he asks. "Not yet," says Stone. "Father Sapieha is with the survivor."

De Soya nods. "Pax?" he asks, hoping that this will be the case. Vatican couriers bring nore
problems than nilitary ones.

Mot her Commander Stone shakes her head. "Both are Vatican. Father Gaw onski and Father Vandrisse
Both are Legi onaries of Christ."

De Soya avoids a sigh only by an effort of will. Legionaries of Christ had all but replaced the
nmore |iberal Jesuits over the centuries-their power had been growing in the Church a century
before the Big Mstake-and it was no secret that the Pope used them as shock troops for difficult
m ssions within the Church hierarchy. "Wich one survived?" he asks.

"Fat her Vandrisse." Stone glances at her conmlog. "He should be revived by now, sir."

"Very well," says de Soya. "Adjust the internal field to one-g at oh-six-forty-five. Pipe Captains
Hearn and Boul ez aboard and give them ny conplinents. Please escort themto the forward neeting
room |'Il be in with Vandrisse until we convene."

"Aye, aye," says Mther Conmander Stone, and kicks off.

The revival roomoutside the resurrection creche is nore chapel than infirnmary. Father Captain de
Soya genuflects toward the altar and then joins Father Sapieha by the gurney, where the courier is
sitting up. Sapieha is older than nmobst Pax crew at |east seventy standard-and the soft hal ogen
beanms reflect fromhis bald scal p. De Soya has al ways found the ship's chaplain short-tenpered and
not very bright, much |ike several of the parish priests he had known as a boy.

"Captain,"” acknow edges the chapl ain.

De Soya nods and steps closer to the man on the gurney. Father Vandrisse is young-perhaps in his
|ate twenties standard -and his dark hair is long and curled in the current Vatican fashion. O at
Il east in the fashion that had been coming in when de Soya had | ast seen Pacem and the Vatican: a
ti me-debt of three years had already accrued in the two nonths they had been on this mssion
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"Fat her Vandrisse," says de Soya, "can you hear ne?"

The young man on the cot nods and grunts. Language is hard for the first few mnutes after
resurrection. O so de Soya has heard.

"Well," says the chaplain, "I'd better get the other's body back in the creche. He frowns at de
Soya as though the captain had personally brought about the unsuccessful resurrection. "It is a
waste, Father Captain. It will be weeks-perhaps nonths- before Father Gaw onski can be
successfully revived. It will be very painful for him"

De Soya nods.

"Would you like to see him Father Captain?" persists the chaplain. "The body is... well... barely
recogni zabl e as human. The internal organs are quite visible and quite..."

"Go about your duties, Father," de Soya says quietly. "D smissed."

Fat her Sapieha frowns again as if he is going to reply, but at that nonment the gravity Kl axon
sounds, and both men have to orient thenselves so that their feet touch the floor as the interna
contai nnent field realigns itself. Then the gravity slowy clinbs to one-g as Father Vandrisse
sinks back into the gurney's cushions and the chaplain shuffles out the door. Even after only a
day of zero-g, the return of gravity seens an inposition

"Fat her Vandrisse," de Soya says softly. "Can you hear ne?"

The young man nods. Hi s eyes show the pain he is in. The man's skin glistens as if he has just
received grafts-or as if he is newborn. The flesh | ooks pink and raw to de Soya, al nost burned,
and the cruciformon the courier's chest is livid and tw ce normal size.

"Do you know where you are?" whispers de Soya. O who you are? he nmentally adds. Postresurrection
confusion can last for hours "or days. De Soya knows that couriers are trained to overcone that
confusion, but how can anyone be trained for death and revival? An instructor of de Soya's at the
sem nary had once put it plainly-"The cells renenber dying, being dead, even if the m nd does
not."

"I remenber," whispers Father Vandrisse, and his voice sounds as raw as his skin |l ooks. "You are
Capt ai n de Soya?"

"Fat her Captain de Soya. Yes."

Vandrisse tries to lever hinself up on his el bow and fails. "d oser,'
lift his head fromthe pillow

De Soya | eans closer. The other priest snells faintly of formal dehyde. Only certain nmenbers of the
priesthood are trained in the actual nysteries of resurrection, and de Soya had chosen not to be
one of these. He could officiate at a bapti sm and admi ni ster Comuni on or Extreme Unction-as a
starship captain he has had nore opportunities for the latter than the fornmer-but he had never
been present at the Sacrament of Resurrection. He has no idea of the processes involved, beyond
the miracle of the cruciform in returning this man's destroyed and conpressed body, his decaying
neurons and scattered brain mass, to the human form he now sees before him

Vandri sse begi ns whi spering and de Soya has to | ean even closer, the resurrected priest's |lips

al rost brushing de Soya's ear.

he whi spers, too weak to

"Must... talk...," Vandrisse nanages with great effort.

De Soya nods. "I've scheduled a briefing in fifteen mnutes. My other two ship captains will be
there. We'll provide a hoverchair for you and..."

Vandri sse is shaking his head. "No... neeting. Message for... you... only."

De Soya shows no expression. "All right. Do you want to wait until you are..."
Agai n the agoni zed shake of his head. The skin of the priest's face is slick and striated, as if

the nuscle were showi ng through. "Now...," he whispers.
De Soya | eans cl ose and waits.
"You are... to... take the... archangel courier... ship... imediately...," gasps Vandrisse. "It

is programmed for its destination."

De Soya remai ns expressionless, but he is thinking, So it is to be a painful death by

accel eration. Dear Jesus, could you not let this cup pass from nme?

"What do | tell the others?" he asks.

Fat her Vandri sse shakes his head. "Tell them nothing. Put your executive officer in conmmand of

the... Balthasar. Transfer task force command to Mdther Captain Boulez. Task Force MAG will...
have... other orders."
"WIIl | be informed of these other orders?" asks de Soya. His jaw hurts with the tension of

sounding calm Until thirty seconds ago the survival and success of this ship, this task force,
had been the central reason for his existence.

"No," says Vandrisse. "These... orders... do... not... concern you."

The resurrected priest is pale with pain and exhaustion. De Soya realizes that he is taking sone
satisfaction in that fact and i medi ately says a short prayer for forgiveness.
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"I amto leave imedi ately," repeats de Soya. "Can | take my few personal possessions?' He is
thi nking of the small porcelain sculpture that his sister had given himshortly before her death
on Renai ssance Vector. That fragile piece, locked in a stasis cube during high-g naneuvers, has
been with himfor all of his years of spacefaring.

"No," says Father Vandrisse. "CGo... immediately. Take nothing."

"This is upon order of...," queries de Soya.

Vandri sse frowns through his grinmace of pain. "This is upon direct command of Hi s Holiness, Pope
Julius XIV," says the courier. "It is... Omega Priority... superseding all orders of Pax Mlitary

Command or SpaConC-Fleet. Do... you... understand... Father... Captain... de... Soya?"

"I understand," says the Jesuit, and bows his head in conpliance.

_:O:_***_:O:_

The archangel -cl ass courier ship has no name. De Soya had never considered torchships beautiful -
gour d- shaped, the command and weapons nod dwarfed by the huge Hawki ng drive and in-system fusion-
thrust sphere-but the archangel is actively ugly in conmparison. The courier ship is a nass of
asynmetrical spheres, dodecahedrons, |ash-ons, structural cables, and Hawki ng-drive nounts, with
the passenger cabin the nerest of afterthoughts in the center of all that junk.

De Soya had net briefly with Hearn, Boul ez, and Stone, explained only that he had been called
away, and" transferred conmand to the new and amazed-task force and Bal t hasar captains, then took
a one-person transfer pod to the archangel. De Soya tried not to | ook back at his bel oved
Bal t hasar, but at the | ast nonment before attaching to the courier, he turned and | ooked | ongingly
at the torchship, sunlight painting its curved flank into a crescentlike sunrise over sonme |ovely
worl d, then turned resolutely away.

He sees upon entering that the archangel has only the crudest virtual tactical command, nanua
controls, and bridge. The interior of the command pod is not nuch larger than de Soya's crowded
cubby on the Bal thasar, although this space is crowded with cables, fiber-optic |eads, tech

di skeys, and two accel eration couches. The only other space is the tiny navigation room cum
war dr obe cubby.

No, de Soya sees at once, the acceleration couches are not standard. These are unpadded stee
trays in human form nore |ike autopsy slabs than couches. The trays have a lip-to keep fluid from
sl oshi ng under high-g, he is sure-and he realizes that the only conpensating containment field in
the ship would be around these couches-to keep the pul verized flesh, bone, and brain matter from
floating away in the zero-g intervals after final deceleration. De Soya can see the nozzles where
wat er or sone cl eansing solution had been injected at high speed to clean the steel. It had not
been totally successful

"Accel eration in two mnutes," says a netallic voice. "Strap in now. "

No niceties, thinks de Soya. Not even a "pl ease."

"Shi p?" he says. He knows that no true Als are allowed on Pax ships-indeed, no Als are all owed
anywhere in Pax-controlled human space-but he thinks that the Vatican ni ght have nade an exception
on one of its archangel -class courier ships.

"One mnute thirty seconds until initial acceleration,” comes the netallic voice, and de Soya
realizes that he is talking to an idiot machine. He hurries to strap hinself in. The bands are
broad, thick, and al nost surely for show. The containnment field will hold himor his remains-in
pl ace.

"Thirty seconds," says the idiot voice. "Be advised that the C-plus translation will be lethal."
"Thanks," says Father Captain Federico de Soya. H's heart is pounding so fiercely that he can hear
it in his ears. Lights flicker in the various instrunments. Nothing here is neant for human
override, so de Soya ignores them

"Fi fteen seconds," says the ship. "You might wish to pray now "

"Fuck you," says de Soya. He has been praying since he left the courier's recovery room Now he
adds a final prayer for forgiveness for the obscenity.

"Five seconds," cones the voice. "There will be no further comunications. May God bl ess you and
speed your resurrection, in Christ's nane."

"Amen, " says Father Captain de Soya. He closes his eyes as accel erati on conmences.

8

Evening cane early in the ruined city of Endymion. | watched the last of the autum I|ight di mand
die fromny vantage point in the tower where | had awakened earlier on this endless day. A Bettik
had | ed nme back, shown ne to ny room where stylish but sinple evening clothes-tan cotton trousers
tightening just bel ow the knees, white flax blouse with a hint of ruffled sleeves, black |eather
vest, black stockings, soft black | eather boots, and a gold wistband-were still laid out on the
bed. The android al so showed me to the toilet and bathing facilities a floor below and told ne
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that the thick cotton robe hanging on the door was for mnmy use. | thanked him bathed, dried ny
hair, dressed in everything that had been |aid out except for the gold band, and waited at the

wi nhdow while the |ight grew nore gol den and hori zontal and shadows crept down fromthe hills above
the university. Wien the light had died to the point where shadows had fled and the brightest
stars in the Swan were visible above the nountains to the east, A Bettik returned.

"I's it time?" | asked.

"Not quite, sir," replied the android. "Earlier you requested that | return so that we night
talk."

"Ahh, yes," | said, and gestured toward the bed, the only piece of furniture in the room "Have a
seat . "

The bl ue-ski nned nan stood where he was by the door. "I amconfortable standing, sir."

| folded ny arnms and | eaned agai nst the windowsill. The air coming in the open wi ndow was cool and
smel l ed of chalnma. "You don't have to call me sir," | said. "Raul will do." | hesitated. "Unless
you're programmed to talk to... ah... "I was about to say "humans," but did not want to rmake it
seemas if | thought A Bettik was not human. "... to talk to people that way," | finished |anely.
A. Bettik smiled. ' "No, sir. | amnot progranmed at all... not |ike a nmachine. Except for severa
synthetic prostheses-to augnment strength, for instance, or to provide resistance to radiation-|I
have no artificial parts. | was nerely taught deference to fulfill my role. | could call you M
Endymion, if that would be preferable.”

| shrugged. "It doesn't matter. I'msorry |I'mso ignorant about androids."

A. Bettik's thin-lipped snmle returned. "There is no need to apol ogize, M Endym on. Very few
human bei ngs now alive have seen one of ny race. '

My race. Interesting. "Tell me about your race," | said. "Wasn't the biofacture of androids
illegal in the Hegenmony?"

"Yes, sir," he said. | noticed that he stood at parade rest, and wondered idly if he had ever
served in a mlitary capacity. "Biofacture of androids was illegal on AOd Earth and many of the

Hegenony honewor| ds even before the Hegira, but the Al Thing all owed biofacture of a certain
nunber of androids for use in the Qutback. Hyperion was part of the Qutback in those days."
"It still is,"” | said.

"Yes, sir."

"When were you bi of actured? Which worlds did you Iive on? Wiat were your duties?" | asked. "If you
don't mnd ny asking."

"Not at all, M Endymion," he said softly. The android' s voice had the hint of a dialect that was
newto ne. Ofworld. Ancient. "I was created in the year 26 a. d. c. by your cal endar.”

"In the twenty-fifth century, a. d.," | said. "Six hundred ninety-four years ago."

A. Bettik nodded and sai d nothing.

"So you were born... biofactured... after Od Earth was destroyed," | said, nore to nyself than to
t he andr oi d.

"Yes, sir."

"And was Hyperion your first... ah... work destination?"

"No, sir," said A Bettik. "For the first half century of nmy existence, | worked on Asquith in the
service of H s Royal Hi ghness, King Arthur the Eighth, sovereign lord of the Kingdom of Wndsor-in-
Exile, and also in the service of his cousin, Prince Rupert of Mnaco-in-Exile. Wen King Arthur
died, he willed nme to his son, His Royal Hi ghness, King Wlliamthe Twenty-third."

"Sad King Billy," | said.

"Yes, sir."

"And did you cone to Hyperion when Sad King Billy fled Horace d ennon-Hei ght's rebellion?"

"Yes," said A Bettik. "Actually, ny android brothers and | were sent ahead to Hyperion sone
thirty-two years before His H ghness and the other colonists joined us. W were dispatched here
after Ceneral d ennon-Height won the Battle of Fomal haut. Hi s Hi ghness thought it wise if an
alternate site for the kingdons-in-exile were prepared.”

"And that's when you net M Silenus,” | pronpted, pointing toward the ceiling, imgining the old
poet up there within his web of |ife-support unbilicals.

"No," said the android. "My duties did not bring me into contact with M Silenus during the years

when the Poet's City was occupied. | had the pleasure of neeting M Silenus later, during his
pilgrimage to the Valley of the Tine Tonbs two and a half centuries after the death of H's

H ghness. "

"And you' ve been on Hyperion since," | said. "Mre than five hundred years on this world."
"Yes, M Endynion."

"Are you inmmortal ?" | asked, knowi ng the question was inpertinent but wanting the answer.

A. Bettik showed his slight smle. "Not at all, sir. | will die fromaccident or injury that is
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too serious for me to be repaired. It is just that when | was biofactured, ny cells and systemns
wer e nanoteched with an ongoing form of Poul sen treatnents so that | amessentially resistant to
agi ng and di sease. "

"I's that why androids are blue?" | asked.

"No, sir," said A Bettik. "W are blue because no known race of humanki nd was blue at the time of
my biofacture, and ny designers felt it inperative to keep us visually separate from humans."

"You do not consider yourself human?" | asked.
"No, sir," said A. Bettik. "I consider nyself android."
I smiled at nmy own naivete. "You still act in a service capacity,”" | said. "Yet use of slave

androi d | abor was outl awed throughout the Hegenobny centuries ago."
A. Bettik waited.

"Don't you wish to be free?" | said at last. "To be an independent person in your own right?"

A. Bettik walked to the bed. | thought that he was going to sit down, but he only fol ded and
stacked the shirt and trousers | had been wearing earlier. "M Endym on," he said, "I should point
out that although the laws of the Hegenony died with the Hegenony, | have considered nyself a free
and i ndependent person for sone centuries now. "

"Yet you and the others work for M Silenus here, in hiding," | persisted.

"Yes, sir, but |I have done so frommny own free choice. | was designed to serve humanity. | do it
well. | take pleasure in nmy work."

"So you've stayed here by your own free will," | perseverated

A. Bettik nodded and smled briefly. "Yes, for as nuch as any of us has a free will, sir. "'

| sighed and pushed nyself away fromthe window It was full dark out now | presuned that | would
be sunmoned to the old poet's dinner party before long. "And you will continue staying here and
caring for the old man until he finally dies," | said.

"No, sir," said A Bettik. "Not if | amconsulted on the matter."

| paused, nmy eyebrows lifting. "Really?" | said. "And where will you go if you are consulted on

the matter?”
"If you choose to accept this mssion which M Silenus has offered you, sir,

sai d the bl ue-

ski nned man, "I would choose to go with you."

- =O=-*** . =O=-

When | was led upstairs, | discovered that the top floor was no |onger a sickroom it had been
transformed into a dining room The flowfoam hoverchair was gone, the nedical nonitors were gone,
t he conmmuni cati on consol es were absent, and the ceiling was open to the sky. | glanced up and

| ocated the constellations of the Swan and the Twin Sisters with the trained eye of a forner
shepherd. Braziers on tall tripods sat in front of each of the stained-glass w ndows, their flanes
addi ng both warnth and light to the room In the center of the room the com consol es had been
replaced with a three-meter-long dining table. China, silver, and crystal glimered in the Iight
of candles flickering fromtwo ornate candel abra. A place had been set at each end of the table.
At the far end, Martin Silenus awaited, already seated in a tall chair

The ol d poet was hardly recogni zabl e. He seened to have shed centuries in the hours since |I had

| ast seen him From being a nmunmy with parchnent skin and sunken eyes, he had transformed into
just another old nman at a dining table-a hungry old nan fromthe look in his eyes. As | approached
the table, | noticed the subtle IV drips and nonitor filanments snaking under the table, but
otherwi se the illusion of someone restored to life fromthe dead was al nost perfect.

Si | enus chuckl ed at nmy expression. "You caught me at ny worst this afternoon, Raul Endymi on," he
rasped. The voice was still harsh with age, but rmuch nore forceful than before. "I was stil
recovering fromny cold sleep." He gestured me to ny place at the other end of the table.
"Cryogeni ¢ fugue?" | said stupidly, unfurling the linen napkin and dropping it to my lap. It had
been years since | had eaten at a table this fancy-the day that | had denobilized fromthe Hone
Guard, | had gone straight to the best restaurant in the port city of Gan Chaco on South Tal on
Peni nsul a and ordered the finest neal on the menu, blowing my last nonth's pay in the process. It
had been worth it.

"OfF course cryogenic fucking fugue," said the old poet. "How el se do you think | pass these
decades?" He chuckled again. "It nerely takes ne a few days to get up to speed again after
defrosting. I'mnot as young as | used to be."

| took a breath. "If you don't mnd ny asking, sir," | said, "how old are you?"

The poet ignored ne and beckoned to the waiting android- not A Bettik-who nodded toward the
stairwell. Other androids began carrying up the food in silence. My water glass was rill ed.

wat ched as A Bettik showed a bottle of wine to the poet, waited for the old nman's nod, and then
went through the ritual, offering himthe cork and a sanple to taste. Martin Sil enus sloshed the
vintage wi ne around in his nouth, swallowed, and grunted. A Bettik took this for assent and
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poured the wi ne for each of us.

The appetizers arrived, two for each of us. | recognized the charbroil ed chicken yakitori and the
tender Mane-rai sed beef carpaccio arugula. In addition, Silenus hel ped hinself to the sauteed foie
gras w apped in nmandrake | eaves that had been set near his end of the table. | lifted the
ornanent ed skewer and tried the yakitori. It was excellent.

Martin Silenus nmight be eight or nine hundred years old, perhaps the ol dest human alive, but the
codger had an appetite. | saw the gl eam of perfect white teeth as he attacked the beef carpaccio,
and | wondered if these new additions were dentures or Arnied substitutes. Probably the latter

| realized that | was ravenous. Evidently either ny pseudo-resurrection or the exercise involved
in clinbing to the ship had instilled an appetite in ne. For several mnutes there was no
conversation, only the soft sound of the serving androids' footsteps on stones, the crackle of
flanmes in the braziers, an occasional hint of night breeze overhead, and the sounds of our

chewi ng.

As the androids renmoved our appetizer plates and brought in bow s of steam ng black mussel bisque,
the poet said, "I understand that you net our ship today."

"Yes," | said. "It was the Consul's private ship?"

"OfF course." Silenus gestured to an android, and bread was brought still hot fromthe oven. The

smell of it mingled with the rising vapors fromthe bisque and the hint of autumm foliage on the
breeze.

"And this is the ship you expect me to use to rescue the girl?" | said. | expected the poet to ask
for ny decision then.

I nstead, he said, "What do you think of the Pax, M Endym on?"

I blinked, the spoon of bisque halfway to nmy nmouth. "The Pax?"

Si | enus wait ed.

| set the spoon back and shrugged. "I don't think much of it, | guess."

"Not even after one of its courts sentenced you to death?"

Instead of sharing what | had been thinking earlier-how it had not been the Pax influence that
sentenced nme, but Hyperion's brand of frontier justice-l said, "No. The Pax has been nostly
irrelevant tonmy life."

The ol d poet nodded and sipped his bisque. "And the Church?"

"What about it, sir?"

"Has it been largely irrelevant to your |ife?"

"I guess so." | realized that | was sounding |like a tongue-tied adol escent, but these questions
seened | ess inportant than the question he was supposed to ask ne, and the decision | was supposed
to give him

"I remenber the first time we heard of the Pax," he said. "It was only a few nonths after Aenea

di sappeared. Church ships arrived in orbit, and troops seized Keats, Port Ronance, Endym on, the
university, all of the spaceports and inportant cities. Then they lifted off in conbat skinmers,
and we realized that they were after the crucifornms on the Pinion Plateau."”

I nodded. None of this was new information. The occupation of the Pinion Plateau and search for
cruciforns had been the | ast great ganble of a dying Church, and the beginning of the Pax. It had
been al nbst a century and a half before real Pax troops had arrived to occupy all of Hyperion and
to order the evacuation of Endym on and ot her towns near the Pl ateau

"But the ships which put in here during the expansion of the Pax," continued the poet, "what tales
they brought! The Church's expansi on from Pacemthrough the old Wb worlds, then the CQutback
colonies..."

The androids renoved the bisque bows and returned with plates of carved fowl w th pormery nustard
sauce and a gratin of Kans River manta with cavi ar nousseli ne.

"Duck?" | said.

The poet showed his reconstituted teeth. "It seened appropriate after your... ah... trouble of the
| ast week."

| sighed and touched the slice of fow with ny fork. Mist vapors rose to ny cheek and eyes.

t hought of lzzy's eagerness as the ducks approached the open water. It seened a lifetine ago.

| ooked at Martin Silenus and tried to i magi ne having centuries of nenories to contend with. How
coul d anyone stay sane with entire lifetines stored in one human ni nd? The ol d poet was grinning
at me in that wild way of his, and once again | wondered if he was sane.

"So we heard about the Pax and wondered what it would be Iike when it truly arrived," he
continued, chewi ng while he spoke. "A theocracy... unthinkable during the centuries of the
Hegenony. Religion then was, of course, purely personal choice-|I belonged to a dozen religions and
started nore than one of nmy own during nmy days as a literary celebrity." He | ooked at ne with
bright eyes. "But of course you know that, Raul Endynion. You know the Cantos."
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| tasted the manta and said not hing.

"Most people | knew were Zen Christians," he continued. "Mre Zen than Christian, of course, but
not too much of either, actually. Personal pilgrimges were fun. Places of power, finding one's
Baedecker point, all of that crap... "He chuckled. "The Hegenony woul d never have dreaned of
getting involved with religion, of course. The very thought of nixing governnent and religious
opi nion was barbaric... sonething one found on Qom Ri yadh or sonmesuch Qutback desert world. And
then came the Pax, with its glove of velvet and its cruciformof hope...."

"The Pax doesn't rule," | said. "It advises."

"Precisely," agreed the old man, pointing his fork at me while A Bettik refilled his w negl ass.
"The Pax advises. It does not rule. On hundreds of worlds the. Church adnministers to the faithfu
and the Pax advises. But, of course, if you are a Christian who wi shes to be born again, you wll
not ignore the advice of the Pax or the whispers of the Church, wll you?"

| shrugged again. The influence of the Church had been a constant of life as long as | had been
alive. There was nothing strange about it to ne.

"But you are not a Christian who wi shes to be born again, are you, M Endym on?"

| looked at the old poet then, and a terrible suspicion forned in the back of nmy m nd. He sonehow
finessed ny fake execution and transported nme here when | shoul d have been buried at sea by the
authorities. He has clout with the Port Romance authorities. Could he have dictated my conviction
and sentencing? Was all this some sort of test?

"The question is," he continued, ignoring ny basilisk stare, "why are you not a Christian? Wy do
you not wish to be born again? Don't you enjoy life, Raul Endyni on?"

"l enjoy life," | said tersely.

"But you have not accepted the cross," he continued. "You have not accepted the gift of extended
life."

| put down ny fork. An android servant interpreted that as a sign that | was finished and renoved
the plate of untouched duckling. "I have not accepted the cruciform" | snapped. How to explain

the suspicion bred into nmy nomadi c clan through generations of being the expatriates, the
outsiders, the unsettled indigenies? Howto explain the fierce i ndependence of people |ike G andam
and ny nother? How to explain the | egacy of philosophical rigor and inbred skepticismpassed on to
me by nmy education and upbringing? | did not try.

Martin Silenus nodded as if | had explained. "And you see the cruciformas sonething other than a
mracle offered the faithful through the miracul ous intercession of the Catholic Church?"

"I see the cruciformas a parasite,"” | said, surprising nyself by the vehemence in ny voice.
"Perhaps you are afraid of losing... ah... your masculinity,” rasped the poet.

The androids brought in two swans scul pted of nocha chocolate and filled w th highland branch-
truffles and set themat our places. | ignored mine. In the Cantos the priest pilgrimPaul Dure-

tells his tale of discovering the lost tribe, the Bikura, and |earning how they had survived
centuries by a cruciformsynbiote offered to them by the | egendary Shrike. The cruciform
resurrected themnmuch as it did today, in the era of the Pax, only in the priest's tale the side
effects included irreversible brain damage after several resurrections and the di sappearance of
al | sexual organs and inpul ses. The Bi kura were retarded eunuchs-all of them

"No," | said. "I know that the Church has sonehow sol ved that problem"

Silenus smiled. He | ooked like a munm fied satyr when he did that. "If one has taken Comuni on and
if one is resurrected under the auspices of the Church," he rasped. "Qtherwi se, even if one has
sonmehow stolen a cruciform his fate remains that of the Bikura."

I nodded. Generations had attenpted to steal inmortality. Before the Pax sealed off the Plateau
adventurers snuggl ed out cruciforns. O her synbiotes had been stolen fromthe Church itself. The
result had al ways been the sane-idiocy and sexl ess-ness. Only the Church held the secret of
successful resurrection

"So?" | said.

"So why has allegiance to the Church and a tithing of every tenth year of service to the Church
been too high a price for you, ny boy? Billions have opted for life."

| sat in silence for a nmonent. Finally | said, "Billions can do what they want. My life is
important to ne. | want to keep it... nine."

This made no sense even to nme, but the poet once again nodded as if | had explained matters to his
satisfaction. He ate his chocolate swan while | watched. The androi ds renoved our plates and
filled our cups with coffee.

"All right," the poet said, "have you thought about ny proposition?"

The question was so absurd that | had to stifle the urge to laugh. "Yes," | said at last. "I've
t hought about it."
" And?"
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"And | have a few questions."

Martin Silenus waited.

"What is in this for ne?" | asked. "You talk about the difficulty of nmy going back to a life here
on Hyperion-lack of papers and all that-but you know I'mconfortable in the wlderness. It would
be a hell of alot easier for ne to take off for the fens and avoid the Pax authorities than it
woul d be to chase across space with your kid-friend in tow. Besides, to the Pax, |I'mdead. | could
go hone to the noors and stay with ny clan with no problem™

Martin Sil enus nodded.

After another nonent of silence | said, "So why should |I even consider this nonsense?"

The old man sniled. "You want to be a hero, Raul Endynion. '

| blew out ny breath in derision and set ny hands on the tablecloth. My fingers | ooked blunt and
clumsy there, out of place against the fine linen

"You want to be a hero," he repeated. "You want to be one of those rare human bei ngs who nmake
history, rather than nerely watch it flow around themlike water around a rock."

"l don't know what you're talking about.” | did, of course, but there was no way he could know ne
that well.

"I do know you that well,'
| ast statenent.

| should say here that | did not think for a second that the old man was telepathic. First of all

said Martin Silenus, seeningly responding to ny thought rather than ny

I do not believe in telepathy- or, rather, | did not at that tine-and secondly, | was nore
intrigued by the potential of a human being who had |ived al nbst a thousand standard years. Wy,
even if he were insane, | thought, it was possible that he had | earned to read facial expressions

and physi cal nuance to the point where the effect would be al nost indistinguishable from

t el epat hy!

O perhaps it was just a |lucky guess.

"I don't want to be a hero," | said flatly. "I saw what happens to heroes when ny brigade was sent
to fight the rebels on the southern continent."”

"Ahh, Ursus,"” he nuttered. "The south polar bear. Hyperion's nbst usel ess mass of ice and nud. |
remenber some runors of a disturbance there."

The war there had | asted ei ght Hyperion years and killed thousands of us | ocal boys who were
stupid enough to enlist in the Home Guard to fight there. Perhaps the old poet wasn't as astute as
I was maki ng himout to be.

"I don't nmean hero as in the fools who throw thensel ves on plasma grenades,” he continued, |icking
his thin lips with a lizard' s flick of tongue. "I mean hero as in he whose prowess and beneficence
is so |l egendary that he conmes to be honored as a divinity. | nmean hero in the literary sense, as
in central protagonist given to forceful action. | nean hero as in he whose tragic flaws will be
hi s undoing." The poet paused and | ooked expectantly at ne, but | stared back in silence.

"No tragic flaws?" he said at last. "Or not given to forceful action?"

"I don't want to be a hero," | said again.

The ol d man hunched over his coffee. Wien he | ooked up, his eyes held a mischievous glint. "Were
do you get your hair cut, boy?"

"Pardon me?"

He licked his Iips again. "You heard nme. Your hair is long, but not wild. Were do you get it
cut?"

| sighed and said, "Sonetinmes, when | was in the fens for a long period, 1'd cut it myself, but
when I'min Port Romance, | go to a little shop on Datoo Street.”
"Ahhhh," said Silenus, settling back in his tall-backed chair. "I know Datoo Street. It's in the

Ni ght District. More of an alley than a street. The open market there used to sell ferrets in
gi |l ded cages. There were street barbers, but the best barber-shop there belonged to an old man
naned Pal ani Who. He had six sons, and as each cane of age, he would add another chair to the

shop. '' The old eyes raised to ook at ne, and once again | was struck by the power of
personality there. "That was a century ago," he said.

"I get ny hair cut at Wo's," | said. "Palani Wo's great-grandson, Kal akaua, owns the shop now.
There are still six chairs. '

"Yes," said the poet, nodding to hinself. "Not too nuch changes on our dear Hyperion, does it,

Raul Endyni on?"

"I's that your point?"

"Poi nt?" he said, opening his hands as if showing that he had nothing so sinister as a point to
hide. "No point. Conversation, my boy. It anuses ne to think of World Historical Figures, nuch

| ess heroes of future myths, paying to get their hair cut. | thought of this centuries ago, by the
way... this strange di sconnection between the stuff of nyth and the stuff of life. Do you know
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what ' Dat oo’ neans?"

I blinked at this sudden change of direction. "No."

"Awind out of Gbraltar. It carried a beautiful fragrance. Sone of the artists and poets who
founded Port Romance nust have thought that the chal ma and wei rwood forests which covered the
hills above the bog there nmust have snelled nice. Do you know what G braltar is, boy?"

"No. "

"A big rock on Earth," rasped the old man. He showed his teeth again. "Notice that | didn't say
ad Earth."

| had noti ced.

"Earth is Earth, boy. | lived there before it disappeared, so | should know "

The thought still nade me dizzy.

"I want you to find it," said the poet, his eyes gl eam ng

"Find... it?" | repeated. "Od Earth? | thought you wanted ne to travel with the girl... Aenea."
H s bony hands waved away ny sentence. "You go with her and you'll find Earth, Raul Endynion."

I nodded, all the while pondering the wi sdom of explaining to himthat AOd Earth had been
swal | owed by the black hole dropped into its guts during the Big M stake of '08. But, then, this
ancient creature had fled fromthat shattered world. It made little sense to contradict his

del usi ons. Hi s Cantos had nentioned sonme plot by the warring Al TechnoCore to steal Od Earth-to
spirit it away to either the Hercules Cluster or the Magellanic C ouds, the Cantos were

i nconsi stent-but that was fantasy. The Magell anic O oud was a separate galaxy... nmore than 160,
000 light-years fromthe MIky Way, if | renmenbered correctly... and no ship, neither Pax nor
Hegenony, had ever been sent farther than our small sphere in one spiral arm of our gal axy-and
even with the Hawki ng-drive exclusion to Einsteinian realities, a trip to the Large Mgellanic
Cloud woul d take many centuries of shiptinme and tens of thousands of years' time-debt. Even the
Qusters who savored the dark places between the stars woul d not undertake a voyage |ike that.
Besi des, planets are not ki dnapped.

"I want you to find Earth and bring it back," continued the old poet. "I want to see it again
before I die. WIIl you do that for ne, Raul Endym on?"
I looked the old man in the eye. "Sure," | said. "Save this child fromthe Swiss Guard and the

Pax, keep her safe until she becones the One Who Teaches, find Od Earth and bring it back so you
can see it again. Easy. Anything else?"

"Yes," said Martin Silenus with the tone of absolute solemity that cones with denentia, "I want

you to find out what the fuck the TechnoCore is up to and stop it."

I nodded again. "Find the mssing TechnoCore and stop the conbi ned power of thousands of godlike

Als from doi ng whatever they're planning to do," | said, sarcasmdripping fromnmny tongue. "Check
WI1l do. Anything el se?"

"Yes. You are to talk with the Qusters and see if they can offer ne imortality... true
imortality, not this born-again Christian bullshit."”

| pretended to wite this on an invisible notepad. "Qusters... immortality... not Christian

bull shit. Can do. Check. Anything el se?"

"Yes, Raul Endym on. | want the Pax destroyed and the Church's power toppled. "

| nodded. Two or three hundred known worlds had willingly joined the Pax. Trillions of hunans had
willingly been baptized in the Church. The Pax military was stronger than anythi ng Hegenony Force
had ever dreanmed of at the height of its power. "OK" | said. "I'Il take care of that. Anything
el se?"

"Yes. | want you to stop the Shrike fromhurting Aenea or w ping out humanity."

| hesitated at this. According to the old man's own epic poem the Shrike had been destroyed by
the sol di er Fedmahn Kassad in some future era. Knowing the futility of projecting logic into a
denented conversation, | still mentioned this.

"Yes!" snapped the old poet. "But that is then. MIlennia fromnow | want you to stop the Shrike
now. "

"All right," | said. Wiy argue?

Martin Silenus slunped back in his chair, his energy seem ngly dissipated. | glinpsed the ani nmated
munmy again in the folds of skin, the sunken eyes, the bony fingers. But those eyes still blazed
with intensity. | tried to imagine the force of this nman's personality when he'd been in his
prine: | could not.

Si | enus nodded and A Bettik brought two gl asses and poured chanpagne.

"Then you accept, Raul Endyni on?" asked the poet, his voice strong and formal. "You accept this

m ssion to save Aenea, travel with her, and acconplish these other things?"
"Wth one condition," | said.
Si | enus frowned and wait ed.
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"I want to take A. Bettik with me," | said. The android still stood by the table. The chanpagne
bottle was in his hand. H's gaze was ainmed straight forward, and he did not turn to |l ook at either
of us or register any enotion.

The poet showed surprise. "My androi d? Are you serious?"

"I am serious."

"A. Bettik has been with ne since before your great-great-grandnother had tits," rasped the poet.
H s bony hand sl anmmed down on the table hard enough to nake ne worry about brittle bones. "A
Bettik," he snapped. "You w sh to go?"

The bl ue-ski nned man nodded wi t hout turning his head.

"Fuck it," said the poet. "Take him Do you want anything el se, Raul Endym on? My hoverchair,
perhaps? My respirator? My teeth?"

"Not hing else," | said.

"And so, Raul Endynion," said the poet, his voice formal once again, "do you accept this m ssion?
W1l you save, serve, and protect the child Aenea until her destiny is fulfilled... or die

tryi ng?"

"I accept," | said.

Martin Silenus lifted his wineglass and | nmatched the notion. Too late, | thought that the android

shoul d be drinking with us, but by then the old poet was giving his toast.

"To folly," he said. "To divine madness. To insane quests and nessiahs crying fromthe desert. To
the death of tyrants. To confusion to our enenies."

| started to raise the glass to nmy lips, but the old man was not done.

"To heroes," he said. "To heroes who get their hair cut." He drank the chanpagne in one gulp.

And so did I.

9

Born again, seeing-literally-with the wondering eyes of a child, Father Captain Federico de Soya
crosses the Piazza San Pietro between the elegant arcs of Bernini's col onnade and approaches St
Peter's Basilica. The day is beautiful with cold sunlight, pale-blue skies, and a chill in the air-
Pacem s single inhabitable continent is high, fifteen hundred neters above standard sea | evel, and
the air is thin but absurdly rich in oxygen-and everything de Soya sees is bathed in rich
afternoon light that creates an aura around the stately colums, around the heads of the hurrying

people; light that bathes the marble statues in white and brings out the brilliance of the red
robes of bishops and the blue, red, and orange stripes of the Swiss Guard troopers standing at
parade rest; light that paints the tall obelisk in the center of the plaza, the fluted pilasters
of the Basilica's facade, and ignites into brilliance the great done itself, rising nore than a

hundred neters above the level of the plaza. Pigeons take wing and catch this rich, horizonta
Iight as they wheel above the plaza, their w ngs now white against the sky, now dark agai nst the
gl owi ng donme of St. Peter's. Throngs nove by on either side, sinple clerics in black cassocks with
pi nk buttons, the bishops in white with red trimrming, cardinals in blood-scarlet and deep nmagent a,
citizens of the Vatican in their ink-black doublets, hose, and white ruffs, nuns in rustling
habits and soaring white gull wings, male and fermale priests in sinple black, Pax officers in
dress uniforns of scarlet and bl ack such as de Soya hinself wears this day, and a scattering of
lucky tourists or civilian guests-privileged to attend a papal Mass-dressed in their finest
clothes, nost in black, but all of a richness in cloth that makes even the bl ackest fiber gl eam
and shinrer in the light. The nultitudes nove toward the soaring Basilica of St. Peter's, their
conversation nmuted, their demeanor excited but sonmber. A papal Mass is a serious event.

Wth Father Captain de Soya this day-only four days after his fatal |eave-taking from Task Force
MAG and one day after his resurrection-are Father Baggi o, Captain Marget W), and Mnsignor Lucas
Qddi : Baggi o, plump and pleasant, is de Soya's resurrection chaplain; W), lean and silent, is aide-
decanp to Pax Fleet Admiral Marusyn; and Qddi, eighty-seven standard years old but still healthy
and alert, is the factotum and Undersecretary to the powerful Vatican Secretary of State, Sinbn
Augustino Cardinal Lourdusany. It is said that Cardinal Lourdusany is the second nost powerfu
human being in the Pax, the only nenber of the Roman Curia to have the ear of His Holiness, and a
person of frightening brilliance. The Cardinal's power is reflected in the fact that he also acts
as Prefect for the Sacra Congregatio pro Gentium Evangelizati one se de Propaganda Fi de-the

| egendary Congregation for the Evangelization of Peoples, or De Propaganda Fi de.

To Father Captain de Soya, the presence of these two powerful people is no nore surprising or

ast oundi ng than the sunlight on the facade above himas the four clinb the broad steps to the
Basilica. The crowd, already quiet, stills to silence as they file through into the vast space,
wal k past nmore Swiss Guards in both ornamental and battle dress, and nove into the nave. Here even
the silence echoes, and de Soya is noved to tears at the beauty of the great space and of the
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timel ess works of art they pass on the way to the pews: Mchelangelo's Pietd visible in the first
chapel to the right; Arnolfo di Canbrio's ancient bronze of St. Peter, its right foot polished to
the point of being worn away by centuries of kisses, and-lit brilliantly from beneath-the striKking
figure of Guliana Falconieri Santa Vergine, sculpted by Pietro Canpi in the sixteenth century,
nore than fifteen hundred years earlier

Fat her Captain de Soya is weeping openly by the tine he crosses hinself with holy water and

foll ows Father Baggio into their reserved pew The three male priests and the fenal e Pax officer
kneel in prayer as the last scuffling and coughing dies in the vast space. The Basilica is in near
darkness now, with only pinpoint hal ogen spots illuninating the art and architectural treasures
glowing like gold. Through his tears de Soya | ooks at the fluted pilasters and the dark bronze
baroque colums of Bernini's Bal dachi no-the gilded and ornate canopy over the central altar where
only the Pope can say Mass-and contenpl ates the wonder of the last twenty-four hours since his
resurrection. There had been pain, yes, and confusion-as if he were recovering froma particularly
disorienting blowto the head- and the pain was nore general and terrible than any headache, as if
every cell in his body renenbered the indignity of death and even now rebell ed agai nst it-but
there had been wonder as well. Whnder and awe at the snmmllest things: the taste of the broth

Fat her Baggio had fed him the first sight of Pacem s pal e-blue sky through the rectory w ndows,

t he overwhel ni ng hunanness of the faces he had seen that day, the voices he had heard. Father
Captai n de Soya, although a sensitive nan, has not wept since he was a child of five or six
standard years, but he weeps this day... weeps openly and unashanedly. Jesus Christ had given him
the gift of life for the second tine, the Lord God had shared the Sacrament of Resurrection with
him-this faithful, honorable man froma poor famly on a backwater worl d-and de Soya's i ndividua
cells now seemto renenber the sacranment of rebirth as well as the pain of death; he is suffused
with joy.

The Mass begins in an explosion of glory-trunmpet notes cutting through the expectant silence |ike
gol den bl ades, choral voices raised in triunphant song, ascending organ notes reverberating in the
great space, and then a series of brilliant lights switching on to illum nate the Pope and his
retinue as they energe to cel ebrate Mass.

De Soya's first inpression is of how young the Holy Father is: Pope Julius XIVis, of course, a
man in his early sixties, despite the fact that he has been Pope al nost continuously for nore than
250 years, his reign broken only by his own death and rebirth for eight coronations, first as
Julius VI-follow ng the eight-year reign of the antipope, Teilhard I-and again as Julius in each
succeedi ng incarnation. As de Soya watches the Holy Father cel ebrate Mass, the Pax captain thinks
of the story of Julius's ascendancy-|earned through both official Church history and the banned
poemthe Cantos, which every literate teenager reads at the risk of his soul, but reads
nonet hel ess.

In both versions Pope Julius had been, prior to his first resurrection, a young nan named Lenar
Hoyt, who had cone to the priesthood in the shadow of Paul Dure, a charismatic Jesuit

ar chaeol ogi st and theol ogi an. Dure had been a proponent of St. Teil hard's teachings that humanki nd
had the potential to evolve toward the Godhead-indeed, according to Dure when he ascended to the
Throne of St. Peter after the Fall, hunmans coul d evolve to the Godhead. It was precisely this
heresy which Father Lenar Hoyt, after beconing Pope Julius VI, had worked to wi pe out after his
first resurrection.

Bot h accounts-Church history and the forbidden Cantos- agreed that it had been Father Dure, during
his exile on the Qutback world of Hyperion, who had di scovered the symbiote called the cruciform
There the histories diverged beyond reconciliation. According to the poem Dure had received the
cruciformfromthe alien creature called the Shrike. According to the Church's teachings, the
Shrike-a representation of Satan if ever there was one-had nothing to do with the di scovery of the
cruciform but had later tenpted both Father Dure and Father Hoyt. The Church's history reported
that only Dure had succunbed to the creature's treachery. The Cantos told, in their confused m x
of pagan nythol ogy and garbl ed history, of how Dure had crucified hinself in the flane forests of
Hyperion's Pinion Plateau rather than return the cruciformto the Church. According to the pagan
poet, Martin Silenus, this was to save the Church fromreliance on a parasite in the place of
faith. According to the Church history, which de Soya believed, Dure had crucified hinself to end
the pain the synbiote caused himand, in alliance with the Shrike denon, to prevent the Church-

whi ch Dure considered his enemy after having excomunicated him for falsifying archaeol ogi ca
records-fromregaining its vitality through the discovery of the Sacrament of Resurrection
According to both stories, Father Lenar Hoyt had traveled to Hyperion in search of his friend and
former nmentor. According to the bl asphenpbus Cantos, Hoyt had accepted Dure's cruciformas well as
his own, but had later returned to Hyperion in the |ast days before the Fall to beg the evi

Shrike to relieve himof his burden. The Church pointed out the fal seness of that, explaining how
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Fat her Hoyt had courageously returned to face down the denon in its own lair. Watever the
interpretation, facts recorded that Hoyt had died during that |ast pilgrinmge to Hyperion, Dure
had been resurrected carrying Father Hoyt's cruciformas well as his own, and had then returned
during the chaos of the Fall to becone the first antipope in nodern history. Dure/Teilhard |I's

ni ne standard years of heresy had been a | ow point for the Church, but after the fal se pope's
death by accident, Lenar Hoyt's resurrection fromthe shared body had led to the glory of Julius
VI, the discovery of the sacranmental nature of what Dure had called a parasite, Julius's

revel ation from God -still understood only by the innernpst sancta of the Church- of how the
resurrections could be guided to success, and the subsequent growh of the Church froma m nor
sect to the official faith of hunmanity.

Fat her Captain Federico de Soya watches the Pope-a thin, pale man-lift the Eucharist high above
the altar, and the Pax comrander shivers in the chill of sheer wonder.

Fat her Baggi o had expl ai ned that the overwhel mi ng sense of newness and wonder that was the
aftereffect of Holy Resurrection would wear off to some extent in the days and weeks to cone, but
that the essential feeling of well-being would always |inger, growing stronger with each rebirth
in Christ. De Soya could see why the Church held suicide as one of its nbst nortal sins-punishable
by i medi at e exconmuni cati on-since the glow of nearness to God was so much stronger after tasting
the ashes of death. Resurrection could easily becone addictive if the punishnment for suicide were
not so terrible.

Still aching fromthe pain of death and rebirth, his nmind and senses literally lurching from
vertigo, Father Captain de Soya watches the papal Mss approach the climax of Comruni on, St
Peter's Basilica filling nowwith the sane burst of sound and glory with which the service began

and- knowi ng that in a nonment he will taste the Body and Bl ood of Christ as transubstantiated by
the Holy Father hinself-the warrior weeps like a little child.

-:O:-***-:O:-

After the mass, in the cool of the evening, with the sky above St. Peter's the color of pale
porcel ain, Father Captain de Soya wal ks with his new friends in the shadows of the Vatican

Gar dens.

"Federico," Father Baggio is saying, "the neeting we are about to have is very inportant. Very,
very inportant. |s your nind clear enough to understand the inportant things that will be said?"
"Yes," says de Soya. "My mind is very clear."

Monsi gnor Lucas Oddi touches the young Pax officer's shoul der. "Federico, ny son, you are certain
of this? W can wait another day if we nust."

De Soya shakes his head. His mind is reeling with the beauty and solemity of the Mass he has j ust
wi tnessed, his tongue still tastes the perfection of the Eucharist and the Wne, he feels that
Christ is whispering to himat this very nonent, but his thoughts are clear. "I amready," he
says. Captain Wi is a silent shadow behi nd Oddi .

"Very good," says the Mnsignor, and nods to Father Baggio. "W wll need your services no |onger
Fat her. Thank you."

Baggi o nods, bows slightly, and | eaves wi thout another word. In his perfect clarity, de Soya
realizes that he will never see his kindly resurrection chaplain again, and a surge of pure |ove
brings nore tears to his eyes. He is grateful to the darkness that hides these tears; he knows he
nmust be in control for the nmeeting. He wonders where this inportant conference will be held-in the
fabl ed Borgia Apartnent? In the Sistine Chapel? In the Vatican Ofices of the Holy See? Perhaps in
the Pax Liaison offices in what had once been called the Borgia Tower.

Monsi gnor Lucas Oddi stops at the far end of the gardens, waves the others to a stone bench near
where another man waits, and Father de Soya realizes that the seated man is Cardi nal Lourdusany
and that the conference is happening here, in the scented gardens. The priest goes to his knee on
the gravel in front of the Mpnsignor and kisses the ring on the extended hand.

"Ri se," says Cardinal Lourdusamy. He is a large nman with a round face and heavy jow s, and his
deep voice sounds |like the voice of God to de Soya. "Be seated,"” says the Cardinal

De Soya sits on the stone bench as the others renmain standing. To the Cardinal's left, another man
sits in the shadows. De Soya can nmake out a Pax uniformin the dimlight but not the insignia. He
is vaguely aware of other people-at | east one seated and several standing-within the deeper
shadows of a bower to their left.

"Fat her de Soya, " begi ns Si non  Augusti no Car di nal Lourdusamny, nodding toward the seated
man on his left, "my | present Fleet Admiral WIIliam Lee Marusyn."

De Soya is on his feet in an instant, saluting, holding hinself at rigid attention. "M apol ogi es,
Admral," he nmanages through clenched jaws. "I did not recognize you, sir."

"At ease," says Marusyn. "Be seated, Captain."

De Soya takes his seat again, but gingerly now, awareness of the conpany he is in burning through
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the joyous fog of resurrection Iike hot sunlight.

"We are well pleased with you, Captain," says Adm ral Marusyn.

"Thank you, sir," munbles the priest, glancing around the shadows again. There are definitely
others watching fromthe bower.

"As are we," runbles Cardinal Lourdusamy. "That is why we have chosen you for this mssion."

"M ssion, Your Excellency?" says de Soya. He feels dizzy with tension and confusion

"As always, you will be serving both the Pax and the Church," says the Admiral, |eaning closer in
the dimlight. The world of Pacem has no nmoon, but the starlight here is very bright as de Soya's
eyes adapt to the dimlight. Sonewhere a small bell rings nonks to Vespers. Lights fromthe

Vati can buil dings bathe the donme of St. Peter's in a soft gl ow

"As always," continues the Cardinal, "you will report to both the Church and the mlitary
authorities." The huge man pauses and gl ances at the Adniral

"What is ny nission, Your Excellency? Admiral ?" asks de Soya, not know ng which nan to address.
Marusyn is his ultimte superior, but Pax officers usually defer to high officials of the Church.
Nei t her man answers, but Marusyn nods toward Captain Marget WI, who stands several neters away
near a hedge. The Pax officer steps forward qui ckly and hands de Soya a hol ocube.

"Activate it," says Admiral WMarusyn.

De Soya touches the underside of the snall ceranmic block. The inmage of a female child nmists into
exi stence above the cube. De Soya rotates the inmage, noticing the girl's dark hair, |arge eyes,
and i ntense gaze. The child's di senbodi ed head and neck are the brightest things in the darkness
of the Vatican Gardens. Father de Soya | ooks up and sees the glow fromthe holo in the eyes of the
Cardi nal and the Adnmiral

"Her nane... well, we are not sure of her nane," says Cardi nal Lourdusamy. "How ol d does she | ook
to you, Father?"

De Soya | ooks back at the inmage, considers her age, and converts the years to standard. "Perhaps
twel ve?" he guesses. He has spent little time around children since he was one. "El even?

St andard. "

Cardi nal Lourdusany nods. "She was el even, standard, on Hyperion, when she di sappeared nore than
two hundred sixty standard years ago, Father."

De Soya | ooks back at the holo. So the child is probably dead -he could not remenber if the Pax
had brought the Sacranent of Resurrection to Hyperion 277 years ago-or certainly grown and reborn
He wonders why they are showing hima holo of this person as a child fromcenturies ago. He waits.
"This child is the daughter of a woman named Brawne Lania,"” says Admiral Mrusyn. "Does the name
mean anything to you, Father?”

It does, but for a noment de Soya cannot think why. Then the verses of the Cantos cone to mnd
and he remenbers the female pilgrimin that story.

"Yes," he says. "I renenber the nane. She was one of the pilgrinms with H's Holiness during that
final pilgrimge before the Fall."

Cardi nal Lourdusamny | eans closer and folds pudgy hands together on his knee. His robe is bright
red where the light fromthe holo touches it. "Brawne Lam a had sexual intercourse with an

abomi nation," runbles the Cardinal. "A cybrid. A cloned human construct whose mnd was an
artificial intelligence residing in the TechnoCore. Do you renmenber the history and the banned
poenf"

Fat her de Soya blinks. Is it possible that they have brought himhere to the Vatican to punish him
for reading the Cantos when he was a chil d? He confessed the sin twenty years ago, did penance,
and never reread the forbidden work. He bl ushes.

Cardi nal Lourdusany chuckles. "It is all right, nmy son. Everyone in the Church has conmmtted this
particular sin.... Curiosity is too great, the appeal of the forbidden too strong.... W have all
read the banned poem Do you renmenber that the wonan Lania had carnal relations with the cybrid of
John Keat s?"

"Vaguel y," says de Soya, then hurriedly adds, "Your Excellency."

"And do you know who John Keats was, ny son?"

"No, Your Excellency."

"He was a pre-Hegira poet," says the Cardinal in his runble of a voice. Hi gh overhead, the blue-
pl asma braking tails of three Pax dropshi ps cut across the starfield. Father Captain de Soya does
not even have to glance at themto recognize the make and armanment of the ships. He is not
surprised that he had not remenbered the details of the poet's nane fromthe forbidden Cantos;
even as a boy, Federico de Soya had been nore interested in readi ng about machi nes and great space
battles than anything pre-Hegira, especially poetry.

"The wonan in the bl asphenous poem Brawne Lami a- not only had intercourse with the cybrid

aboni nation," continues the Cardinal, "but she bore the creature's child."
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De Soya raises his eyebrows. "I did not know that cybrids... |I mean... | thought that they were..
well..."
Cardi nal Lourdusany chuckles. "Wre sterile?" he says. "Like androids? No... the Al obscenities

had cloned the man. And the nman i npregnated this daughter of Eve."

De Soya nods, although all this talk of cybrids and androids night as well be about griffins and
unicorns for all he is concerned. These things existed once. To his know edge, none coul d exi st
today. Father Captain de Soya's mind races as he tries to imagine just what in God' s universe al
this tal k of dead poets and pregnant wonen mnight have to do with him

As if answering de Soya's nental query, Admiral Marusyn says, "The girl whose image floats in
front of you is that child, Captain. After the cybrid abom nati on was destroyed, this child was
born to Brawne Lanmia on the world of Hyperion."

"She was not fully... human," whispers Cardinal Lourdusany. ' 'Although the body of her..
father... the Keats cybrid... was destroyed, his Al persona was stored in a Schron Loop shunt."
Admiral Marusyn also leans closer, as if this information is for just the three of them "W
believe that this child communi cated with the Keats persona trapped in that Schron Loop even
before she was born," he says softly. "W are alnobst certain that this... fetus... was in touch
with the TechnoCore via that cybrid persona.”

De Soya feels and ignores an inpulse to cross hinself. H's reading, instruction, and faith have
taught himthat the TechnoCore had been evil incarnate, sinply the nost active manifestation of
the Evil One in nodern human history. The destruction of the TechnoCore had been the sal vati on of
not only the bel eaguered Church, but of humanity itself. De Soya tries to inmagi ne what an unborn
human soul would learn fromdirect contact with those di senmbodi ed, soulless intelligences.

"The child is dangerous,"” whispers Cardi nal Lourdusany. "Even though the TechnoCore was bani shed
by the Fall of the farcasters, even though the Church no |onger all ows soulless nmachines to have

true intelligence, this child has been progranmed as an agent of those fallen Als... an agent of
the Bvil One.”
De Soya rubs his cheek. He is suddenly very tired. "You speak as though she is still alive," he

says softly. "And still a child."

Cardi nal Lourdusany's silken robes rustle as he shifts position. His voice is an om nous baritone.
"She lives," he says. "She is still a child."

De Soya | ooks back at the young girl's holo as it floats between them He touches the cube and the
i mge fades. "Cryogenic storage?" he says.

"On Hyperion there are Tinme Tonbs," runbles Lourdusamy. "One of thema thing called the Sphinx,

whi ch you may renenber fromthe poem or Church history-has been used as a portal across tine. No
one knows how it works. For nost people, it does not work at all." The Cardinal glances at the
Admiral and then back to the priest-captain before him "This child disappeared in the Sphinx sone
two hundred sixty-four standard years ago. W knew at the tinme that she was dangerous to the Pax,
but we arrived days |late. We have reliable information that she will emerge fromthat tonb in |ess
than a standard nonth... still a child. Still lethally dangerous to the Pax."

"Dangerous to the Pax...," repeats de Soya. He does not understand.

"H s Holiness has foreseen this danger," runbles Cardi nal Lourdusany. "Al nbst three centuries ago
Qur Lord saw fit to reveal to H's Holiness the threat this poor child represents, and the Holy

Fat her has now noved to deal with this danger."

"I don't understand," confesses Father Captain de Soya. The holo is off, but he can still see the
i nnocent face of the child in his mnd. "How can this little girl be a danger... then or now?"
Cardi nal Lourdusany squeezes de Soya's forearm "As an agent of the TechnoCore, she will be a
virus introduced into the Body of Christ. It has been revealed to His Holiness that the girl wll
have powers... powers that are not human. One of these powers is the power to persuade the
faithful to leave the light of God's teachings, to abandon salvation for service to the Evil One."
De Soya nods, although he does not understand. His forearm aches fromthe pressure of Lourdusany's
power ful hand. "Wat do you wi sh of me, Your Excellency?"

Adm ral Marusyn answers in a |loud voice that shocks de Soya after all of the soft tones and

whi spering. "As of this nonment," snaps Marusyn, "you are detached fromyour Fleet assignnent,

Fat her Captain de Soya. As of this nonent, you are assigned to find and return this child... this
girl... to the Vvatican."

The Cardinal seenms to catch a glint of anxiety in de Soya's eyes. "My son," he says, his deep

voi ce soothing now, "are you afraid the child might be harned?"

"Yes, Your Excellency." De Soya wonders if this admission will disqualify himfrom service.
Lourdusany's touch |ightens, becones a friendlier grip. "Be assured, ny son, that no one in the
Holy See... no one in the Pax... has any intention of harming this little girl. Indeed, the Holy
Fat her has instructed us... has instructed you... to make it your second-highest priority that no
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harm shall cone to her."

"Your first priority," says the Admiral, "is to return her here... to Pacem To Pax Command here
in the Vatican."

De Soya nods and swal l ows. The question forenbst in his mnd is Wiy nme? Al oud, he says, "Yes, sir.
| understand."

"You will receive a papal-authority diskey," continues the Admiral. "You nmay requisition any
materials, help, Iiaison, or personnel it is in the power of local Pax authorities to provide. Do
you have any questions about that?"

"No, sir." De Soya's voice is firm but his mnd is reeling. A papal-authority diskey would give
hi m nore power than that bestowed on Pax planetary governors.

"You will translate to Hyperion systemthis very day," continues Admral Marusyn in the sane

bri sk, no-nonsense voice of conmand. "Captain W?"

The Pax nmilitary aide steps forward and hands de Soya a red action portfolio disk. The father-
captain nods, but his mind is screanming, To Hyperion systemthis day... The archangel courier
ship! To die again. The pain. No, sweet Jesus, dear Lord. Let this cup pass from ne!

"You wi Il have comand of our newest and nobst advanced courier ship, Captain," Marusyn is saying.
"It is simlar to the one which brought you to Pacem system except that it can hold six
passengers, it is arnmed to the level of your former torchship, and it has an autonated
resurrection system"

"Yes, sir," says de Soya. An automated resurrection systen? he thinks. Is the sacrament to be
admi ni stered by a machi ne?

Cardi nal Lourdusany pats his arm agai n. ' The robot systemis regrettable, nmy son. But the ship
may carry you to places where the Pax and the Church do not exist. W cannot deny you resurrection
simply because you are beyond the reach of God's servants. Be assured, ny son, that the Holy

Fat her hinmself has blessed this resurrection equi pnent and ordained it with the same sacranenta

i nperative a true Resurrection Mass would offer.”

"Thank you, Your Excellency," de Soya munbles. "But | do not understand... places beyond the
Church... Did you not say that | was to travel to Hyperion? | have never been there, but | thought
that this world was a. nenber of..."

"I't belongs to the Pax," interrupts the Admiral. "But if you are unsuccessful in capturing..." He
pauses. "lIn rescuing this child... if for sonme unforeseen reason you nmust follow her to other
wor | ds, other systems... we thought it best that the ship have an automated resurrection creche

for you."

De Soya bows his head in obedi ence and conf usi on.

"But we expect you to find the child on Hyperion,"” continues Adniral Marusyn. "Wen you arrive on
that world, you will introduce yourself and show your papal diskey to G oundforce Comrander Barnes-
Avne. The Conmander is in charge of the Swiss Guard Brigade that has been prepositioned on
Hyperion, and upon your arrival you will be in effective command of those troops."

De Soya blinks. Command of a Swiss Guard Brigade? | ama Fleet torchship captain! | wouldn't know
a groundforce maneuver froma cavalry charge!

Adm ral Marusyn chuckl es. "W understand that this is a bit out of your regular line of duty,

Fat her Captain de Soya, but be assured that your command status is necessary. Conmander Barnes-
Avne will continue day-to-day conmand of ground-forces, but it is inperative that all resources be
bent to the rescue of this child."

De Soya clears his throat. "Wat will happen to... You say that we do not know her name? The
child, I nmean."

"Before she disappeared,” runbles Cardi nal Lourdusany, "she called herself Aenea. And as for what
will happen to her... again, | reassure you, ny son, our intentions are to prevent her from
infecting the Body of Christ in the Pax fromher virus, but we will do so w thout harming her

I ndeed, our mission... your mission... is to save the child' s imortal soul. The Holy Fat her
hinself will see to that."

Sonmething in the Cardinal's voice makes de Soya realize that the conference is over. The father-
captai n stands, sensing the resurrection displacenment shifting inside himlike vertigo. / nust die
again within the day!. Still joyous, he nonetheless feels |ike weeping.

Admiral Marusyn is also standing. "Father Captain de Soya, your reassignnent to this missionis
effective until the child is delivered unto me, here at the Vatican mlitary |iaison office."
"Wthin weeks, we are sure," runbles Cardi nal Lourdusany, still seated.

"This is a great and terrible responsibility," says the Admiral. "You nust use every ounce of your
faith and your abilities to carry out H's Holiness's expressed wish to bring this child safely to
the Vatican-before the destructive virus of her progranmed treachery is spread anong our Brothers
and Sisters in Christ. W know that you will not |et us down, Father Captain de Soya."
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"Thank you, sir," says de Soya, and thinks again, Wiy ne? He kneels to kiss the Cardinal's ring
and rises to find that the Admral has stepped back in the darkness of the bower where the other
shadowy figures have not stirred

Monsi gnor Lucas Oddi and Pax Captain Marget Wi nove to either side of de Soya and act as escorts

as they turn to |l eave the garden. It is then, his mind still lurching in confusion and shock, his
heart pounding with eagerness and terror at the inportant service set before him that Father
Captai n de Soya gl ances back just as a rising dropship's plasma tail lights the done of St
Peter's, the rooftops of the Vatican, and the garden with its pulse of blue flame. For an instant
the figures within the arched shadow of the bower are clearly visible, illumnated by the strobe

of blue plasma |ight. Admral Marusyn is there, already turned away from de Soya, as are two
standi ng Swiss Guard officers in conbat arnmor, their flechette weapons raised at port arns. But it
is the seated figure illunmnated for that instant who will haunt de Soya's dreams and thoughts for
years to cone.

Seated there on the garden bench, his sad eyes |locked firmy on de Soya's retreating form his
hi gh brow and nournful countenance painted briefly but indelibly in blue plasna glow, is Hs
Hol i ness, Pope Julius XV, the Holy Father to nore than six hundred billion faithful Catholics,

the de facto ruler of four hundred billion nore scattered souls in the far-flung Pax, and the nan
who has just |aunched Federico de Soya on his fateful voyage.
10

It was the norning after our banquet, and we were in the spaceship again. That is, the android A
Bettik and | were in the ship, having wal ked there the convenient way, through the tunne

connecting the two towers; Martin Silenus was present as a hologram It was a strange hol ographic
i mage, since the old poet chose to have the transmtter of the ship's conputer represent himas a

younger version of himnmself-an ancient satyr, still, but one who stood on his own | egs and had hair
on his sharp-eared head. | | ooked at the poet with his maroon cape, full-sleeved bl ouse, balloon
trousers, and floppy beret, and realized what a dandy he nust have been when those cl othes had
been in fashion. | was |ooking at Martin Silenus as he must have appeared when he had returned to

Hyperion as a pilgrimthree centuries earlier

"Do you just want to stare at me |ike sonme fucking yokel," said the hol ographic inage, "or do you
want to finish the fucking tour so we can get on with business?" The old man was either hung over
fromthe previous night's wine or had regai ned enough health to be in an even nore vicious nood

t han usual . "Lead on," | said.

From our tunnel we had taken the ship's lift up to the lowest air lock. A Bettik and the poet's
holo I ed me through the ascending levels: the engine roomwth its indecipherable instruments and
webs of pipes and cables; then the col d-sleep | evel- four cryogenic-fugue couches in their

super cool ed cubbi es (one couch mssing, | discovered, since Martin Silenus had renoved it for his
own purposes); then the central air-lock corridor | had entered by the day before-the "wood" walls
concealing a nultitude of storage |ockers holding such things as spacesuits, all-terrain vehicles,
skybi kes, and even sone archai c weapons; then the living area with its Steinway and hol opit; then
up the spiral staircase again to what A Bettik called the "navigation rooni-there was indeed a
cubby with sone el ectronic navigation instruments visible-but which | saw as the library with
shel f after shelf of books-real books, print books-and several couches and daybeds next to w ndows
in the ship's hull; and finally up the stairs to the apex of the ship, which was sinply a round
bedroomwith a single bed in the center of it.

"The Consul used to enjoy watching the weather fromhere while listening to nusic," said Martin

Si |l enus. " Ship?"

The archi ng bul khead around the circular roomwent transparent, as did the bow of the ship above
us. There were only the dark stones of the tower interior around us, but from above there fell a
filtered light through the rotting roof of the silo. Soft nusic suddenly filled the room It was a
pi ano, unacconpani ed, and the nel ody was anci ent and haunti ng.

"Czerchyvi k?" | guessed.

The ol d poet snorted. "Rachmani noff.'
light. "Can you guess who's playing?"

I listened. The pianist was very good. | had no idea who it was.

"The Consul ," said A Bettik. The android' s voice was very soft.

Martin Silenus grunted. "Ship... opaque.” The walls solidified. The old poet's hol o di sappeared
fromits place by the bul khead and flashed into existence near the spiral stairs. He kept doing

The satyrish features seened suddenly nmellow in the dim

that, and the effect was disconcerting. "Well, if we're finished with the fucking tour, let's go
down to the living roomand figure out howto outsmart the Pax."
- =O=-*** . =QO=-
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The maps were the old kind-ink on paper-and they were spread out across the top of the gl eam ng
grand piano. The continent of Aquila spread its wi ngs above the keyboard, and the horse head of
Equus curled as a separate map above. Martin Silenus's holo strode on powerful legs to the piano
and stabbed a finger down about where the horse's eye should be. "Here," he said. "And here." The
massl ess finger nade no noi se agai nst the paper. "The Pope's got his fucking troops all the way
from Chronos Keep here"-the weightless finger jabbed at a point where the Bridle Range of
nmount ai ns cane to their easternnost point behind the eye-"all the way down the snout. They have
aircraft here, at Sad King Billy's cursed city"-the finger pounded silently at a point only a few
kil ometers northwest of the Valley of the Time Tonbs-"and have massed the Swiss Guard in the
Valley itself."

| |l ooked at the map. Except for the abandoned Poet's City and the Valley, the eastern fourth of
Equus had been enpty desert and out of bounds for anyone except Pax troops for nore than two
centuries. "How do you know the Swiss Guard troops are there?" | asked.

The satyr's brows arched. "I have ny sources," he said.

"Do your sources tell you the units and armanent ?"

The hol o nade a noise that sounded as if the old man were going to spit on the carpet. "You don't
need to know the units," he snapped. "Suffice it to say that there are thirty thousand sol diers
bet ween you and t he Sphinx, where Aenea will step out tonorrow. Three thousand of those troops are
Swi ss Guard. Now, how are you going to get through thenP"

I felt like laughing aloud. | doubted if the entire Home Guard of Hyperion, with air and space
support, could "get through" half a dozen Swiss Guard. Their weapons, training, and defensive
systens were that good. Instead of |aughing, | studied the nap again.

"You say that aircraft are staging out of the Poet's City.... Do you know the type of planes?"
The poet shrugged. "Fighters. EMVs don't work worth shit here, of course, so they've brought in
thrust-reaction planes. Jets, | think."

"Scram ram pulse, or air breathing?" | said. | was trying to sound as if | knew what | was
tal ki ng about, but nmy mlitary know edge gl eaned in the Hone Guard had been centered on
fieldstripping nmy weapon, cleaning nmy weapon, firing my weapon, narching through nasty weat her

wi t hout getting my weapon wet, trying to get a few hours' sleep when | wasn't narchi ng, cleaning,
or fieldstripping, trying not to freeze to death when | was asl eep, and-upon occasi on-keepi ng ny
head down so that | wouldn't get killed by Ursus snipers.

"What the fuck does it matter what kind of planes?" growed Martin Silenus. Losing three centuries
i n appearance certainly had not nellowed him "They're fighters. W' ve clocked themat... Ship?
VWhat the fuck was the speed we cl ocked those |ast blips at?"

"Mach three," said the ship.

"Mach three," repeated the poet. "Fast enough to fly down here, firebonb this place to ashes, and
be back to the north continent before their beers get warm"

| looked up fromthe map. "I've been neaning to ask," | said. "Wiy don't they?"

The poet's head turned ny way. "Wiy don't they what?"

"Fly down here, firebonb you to ashes, and be hone before their beer is warm" | said. "You're a
threat to them Wy do they tolerate you?"

Martin Silenus grunted. "I'mdead. They think |I'm dead. How could a dead man be a threat to
anyone?"

| sighed and | ooked back at the map. "There has to be a troopship in orbit, but | don't suppose
you know what kind of craft escorted it here?"

Surprisingly, it was the ship who replied. "The troopship is a three-hundred-thousand-ton Akira-
cl ass spinship," canme the soft voice. "It was escorted by two standard Pax-cl ass torch-ships-the
St. Anthony and the St. Bonaventure. There is also a Cthree ship in high orbit."

"What the fuck is a Cthree ship?" grunbled the poet's holo.

I glanced at him How could anyone live for a thousand years and not |earn such a basic thing?

Poets were strange. "Command, comunications, control," | said.
"So the Pax SOB who's in charge is up there?" asked Silenus.
| rubbed nmy cheek and stared at the nap. "Not necessarily," | said. "The conmmander of the space

task force will be there, but the head of operations nay be on the ground. The Pax trains its
commanders for conbi ned operations. Wth so many of the Swiss Guard here, soneone inportant is in
conmand on the ground."

"All right," said the poet. "How are you going to get through themand get ny little friend out?"
"Excuse nme," said the ship, "but there is an additional spacecraft in orbit. It arrived about
three weeks ago, standard, and sent a dropship to the Valley of the Tine Tonbs."

"What kind of ship?" | asked.

There was the briefest hesitation. "I do not know," said the ship. "The configuration is strange
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to me. Small... perhaps courier-sized... but the propulsion profile is... strange."

"It probably is a courier,” |I said to Silenus. "Poor bugger's been stuck in cryogenic fugue for
nmont hs, paying years of tinme-debt, just to deliver sone nmessage Pax Central forgot to give the
comander before he or she left."

The poet's hol ographic hand brushed at the map again. "Stick to the subject. How do you get Aenea
away from these not her hunpers?'

| stepped away fromthe piano. My voice held anger when | spoke. "How the hell should |I know?
You're the one who's had two and a half centuries to plan this stupid escape." | waved ny hand,
indicating the ship. "I presune this thing is our ticket to outrunning the torchships." | paused
"Shi p? Can you outrun a Pax torchship to Cplus translation?" Al Hawking drives provided the sane
pseudo-vel ocity above |ight-speed, of course, so our escape and survival, or capture and
destruction, depended upon the race to that quantum point.

"Ch, yes," said the ship inmmediately. "Parts of ny nenory are mssing, but | amaware that the
Consul had nme nodified during a visit to an Quster colony."

"An CQuster colony?" | repeated stupidly. My skin prickled, despite logic. | had grown up fearing
anot her Quster invasion. Qusters were the ultinate bogeynen.

"Yes," said the ship with something like pride audible in its voice. "W will be able to spin up
to C-plus velocities al nbost twenty-three percent faster than a Pax torchship of the line. '

"They can lance you at half an AU," | said, not convinced.
"Yes," agreed the ship. "Nothing to worry about... if we have fifteen m nutes' head start."
I turned back to the frowning holo and silent android. "That's all great,"” | said. "If it's true

But it doesn't help ne figure out howto get the girl to the ship or the ship away from Hyperion
with that fifteen-m nute head start. The torchships will be in what's called a COP-a conbat
orbiting patrol. One or nore of themw ||l be over Equus every second, covering every cubic neter
of space froma hundred light-mnutes out to the upper atnosphere. At about thirty kil oneters, the
conbat air patrol -probably Scorpion-class pulse fighters, able to scraminto low orbit if need be-
will take over. Neither the space nor atnospheric patrol would allow the ship fifteen seconds on
their screens, much less fifteen mnutes.” | |ooked at the old man's younger face. "Unless there's
sonmething you're not telling ne. Ship? Did the Qusters fit you with sone sort of nmgical stealth
technol ogy? An invisibility shield or sonething?"

"Not that I'maware of," said the ship. After a second it added, "That woul dn't be possible, would
it?"

| ignored the ship. "Look," | said to Martin Silenus, "I'd like to help you get the girl-"
"Aenea," said the old man.

"I"'d like to get Aenea away fromthese guys, but if she's as inportant as you say she is to the
Pax... | nean, three thousand Swi ss Guard, good Christ... there's no way we can get within five
hundred kiloneters of the Valley of the Tinme Tonbs, even with this nifty-keen spaceship."”

| saw the doubt in Silenus's eyes, even through hol ographic distortion, so | continued. "I'm
serious,"” | said. "Even if there were no space or air cover, no torchships or fighters or airborne
radar, there's the Swiss Guard. | mean"-1 found that | was clenching ny hands into fists as
spoke-"t hese guys are deadly. They're trained to work in squads of five, and any one of those
squads could bring down a spaceship like this."

The satyr's brows arched in surprise or doubt.

"Listen," | said again. "Ship?"

"Yes, M Endynion?"

"Do you have defensive shiel ds?"

"No, M Endymion. | do have CQuster-enhanced contai nnent fields, but they are only for civilian
use."

I didn't know what "OQuster-enhanced contai nment fields" were, but | went on. "Could they stop a
standard torchship CPB or |ance?"

"No," said the ship.

"Coul d you defeat C plus or conventional kinetic torpedoes?"

"No. "
"Coul d you outrun then?"

"No. "

"Coul d you prevent a boarding party from entering?"

"No. "

"Do you have any offensive or defensive abilities that could deal with Pax warshi ps?"

"Unl ess one counts being able to run like hell, M Endym on, the answer is no," said the ship.

| |l ooked back at Martin Silenus. "We're screwed," | said softly. "Even if | could get to the girl,

they'd just capture ne as well as her." i
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Martin Silenus snmiled. "Perhaps not," he said. He nodded to A. Bettik, and the android went up the
spiral stairway to the upper level and returned in less than a nminute. He was carrying a rolled
cylinder of sonething.

"If this is the secret weapon,” | said, "it had better be good."

"It is," said the poet's smrking hologram He nodded again and A Bettik unrolled the cylinder

It was a rug, a bit less than two nmeters long and a bit nmore than a nmeter wi de. The cloth was
frayed and faded, but | could see intricate designs and patterns. A conplex weave of gold threads
were still as bright as..

"My God," | said, the realization hitting me like a fist to the solar plexus. "A hawking nat."

The holo of Martin Silenus cleared his throat as if preparing to spit. "Not a hawking mat," he
grunbl ed. "The hawki ng mat."

| took a step back. This was the stuff of pure |egend, and | was al nost standing on it.

There had been only a few hundred hawking nats in exi stence, ever, and this was the first one-
created by the A d Earth | epidopterist and | egendary EM systens inventor VI adimr Shol okov shortly
after the destruction of AOd Earth. Shol okov- already in his seventies, standard, had fallen nmadly
inlove with his teenage niece, Alotila, and had created this flying carpet to win her love in
return. After a passionate interlude, the teenager had spurned the old nan, Shol okov had killed
hinsel f on New Earth only weeks after perfecting the current Hawki ng spin-drive, and the carpet
had been lost for centuries... until Mke OGsho bought it in Carvnel Marketplace and took it to
Maui - Covenant, using it with his fellow shi pman Merin Aspic in what woul d becone another |ove
affair that would enter |egend-the Iove of Merin and Siri. This second | egend, of course, had
beconme part of Martin Silenus's epic Cantos, and if his tale was to be believed, Siri had been the
Consul's grandnother. In the Cantos the Hegenony Consul had used this very sane hawki ng nat
("hawki ng" here with a small h because it referred to the Od Earth bird, not to the pre-Hegira
scientist named Hawki ng whose work had led to the C plus breakthrough with the inproved
interstellar drive) to cross Hyperion in one final |egend-this being the Consul's epic flight
toward the city of Keats fromthe Valley of the Tine Tonbs to free this very ship and fly it back
to the tonbs.

I went to one knee and reverently touched the artifact.

"Jesus H Christ," said Silenus, "it's only a fucking rug. And an ugly one at that. | wouldn't
have it in ny house-it clashes with everything."

I 1 ooked up.

"Yes," said A Bettik, "this is the same hawki ng mat."

"Does it still fly?" | asked.

A. Bettik dropped to one knee next to ne and extended his blue-fingered hand, tapping at the
curled and conplicated design. The hawking nat grew as rigid as a board and hovered ten
centinmeters above the floor.

| shook nmy head. "I never understood.... EM systens don't work on Hyperion because of the weird
magnetic field here...."

"Big EM systens don't," snapped Martin Silenus. "EMVs. Levitation barges. Big stuff. The car pet
does. And it's been inproved."

| raised an eyebrow. "I nproved?"

"The Qusters again," cane the ship's voice. "I don't renmenber it well, but they tinkered with a

I ot of things when we visited themtwo and a half centuries ago."

"Bvidently," | said. | stood and nudged the | egendary mat with nmy foot. It bounced as if on firm
springs but remained hovering where it was. "Okay," | said, "we have Merin and Sin's hawki ng mat,
which... if | remenber the story... could fly along at about twenty klicks per hour...."

"Twenty-si x kilonmeters per hour was its top speed,”" said A Bettik.

| nodded and nudged the hovering carpet again. "Twenty-six klicks per hour with a good tailw nd,"
| said. "And the Valley of the Tine Tonbs is how far from here?"

"One thousand six hundred eighty-nine kilometers," said the ship.

"And how nuch time do we have before Aenea steps out of the Sphinx there?" | said.

"Twenty hours,"” said Martin Silenus. He nust have tired of his younger inmage, because the holo
proj ection was now of the old nman as | had seen himthe night before, hoverchair and all

I glanced at ny wist chrononeter. "I'mlate,"” | said. "I should have started flying a couple of
days ago." | wal ked back to the grand piano. "And what if | had? This is our secret weapon? Does
it have sone sort of super defense field to protect me ... and the girl . . . from Swiss Guard

| ances and bul | et s?"

"No," said A Bettik. "It has no defensive capabilities whatsoever, except for a containnent field
to deflect the wind and to keep its occupants in place."

| shrugged. "So what do | do ... carry the rug to the Valley and offer the Pax a trade-one old
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hawki ng mat for the kid?"

A. Bettik remained kneeling by the hovering carpet. His blue fingers continued to caress the faded
fabric. "The Qusters nodified it to hold a charge |onger-up to a thousand hours."

| nodded. |npressive superconductor technol ogy, but totally irrel evant.

"And it now flies at speeds in excess of three hundred kil oneters per hour,'
androi d.

I chewed my lip. So | could get there by tonorrow. If | wanted to sit on a flying rug for five and
a half hours. And then what . . . ?

"1 thought we had to pluck her away in this ship," |I said. "Get her out of the Hyperion system and
all that ..."

"Yes," said Martin Silenus, his voice suddenly as tired as his aged imge, "but first you have to
get her to the ship."

| wal ked away fromthe piano, stopping at the spiral staircase to whirl back toward the android,

conti nued the

the holo, and the hovering carpet. "You two just don't understand, do you?" | said, my voice
| ouder and sharper than | had i ntended. "These are Swiss Guard! |If you think that damed rug can
get ne in under their radar, notion detectors, and other sensors, you're crazy. |'d just be a

sitting duck flapping along at three hundred klicks per hour. Believe ne, the Swiss Guard grunts-
much [ ess the pulse jets in conbat air patrol-nuch less the orbiting torchships- would lance this
thing in a nanosecond."

| paused and squinted at them "Unless . . . there's sonething else you're not telling nme ..
"Of course there is,” said Martin Silenus, and nmanaged a satyr's tired smle. "OF course there
is."

"Let's take the hawking mat out to the tower window, " said A Bettik. "You have to learn howto
handle it."

"Now?" | said, ny voice suddenly small. | felt nmy heart begin to hamer.

"Now, " said Martin Silenus. "You have to be proficient at flying it by the tinme you | eave at oh-

t hr ee- hundred hours tonorrow. "

"l do?" | said, staring at the hovering, legendary rug with a growing sense of THHS IS REAL. ... |
MAY DI E TOMORROW

"You do," said Martin Silenus.

A. Bettik deactivated the hawking mat and rolled it into a cylinder. | followed himdown the neta
stairs and out the corridor to the tower staircase. The sunlight was bright through the open tower
wi ndow. My God, | thought as the android spread the carpet on the stone | edge and activated it
again. It was still a long drop to the stones below. My God, | thought again, ny pul se pounding in
my ears. There was no sign of the old poet's holo.

A. Bettik gestured ne onto the hovering hawking mat. "I1'lIl go with you on the first flight," the

android said softly. A breeze rustled the |eaves atop the nearby chal ma tree.
My God, | thought a final tinme, and clinbed onto the sill and then onto the hawking mat.
11

Precisely two hours before the child is scheduled to enmerge fromthe Sphinx, an alarm sounds in
Fat her Captain de Soya's conmmand ski nmer.

"Ai rborne contact, bearing one-seven-two, northbound, speed two-seven-four klicks, altitude four
nmeters,"” cones the voice of the COP defense-perineter controller fromthe C3-ship six hundred

kil ometers above. "Distance to intruder, five hundred seventy klicks."

"Four neters?" says de Soya, |ooking at Comander Barnes-Avnhe where she sits across from him at
the CI C consol e anidships in the skinmer.

"Trying to come in |ow and sl ow under detection," says the Conmander. She is a snall worman with
pal e skin and red hair, but very little of either skin or hair is visible under the conbat
headgear she wears. In the three weeks de Soya has known the Conmander, he has not seen her snile.
"Tactical visor," she says. Her own visor is in place. De Soya |l owers his.

The blip is near the southern tip of Equus, nmoving north fromthe coast. "Wy didn't we see it

bef ore?" he asks.

"Coul d have just |aunched," says Barnes-Avne. She is checking conbat assets within her tactica
display. After the first difficult hour in which de Soya had to present the papal diskey to
convince her that command of the Pax's nost elite brigades was to be handed over to a nmere ship's
captain, Barnes-Avne has shown total cooperation. O course, de Soya has left the mnute-to-mnute
operation to her. Many of the Swiss Quard Brigade | eaders believe de Soya to be a nere papa
|iaison. De Soya does not care. The child is his concern, the girl, and as |long as the groundforce
is being well conmanded, the details are of little concern

"No visual," says the Commander. "Dust stormdown there. It'll be here before S-hour."
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"S-hour" is what the troops have been calling the opening of the Sphinx for nonths now Only a few
of ficers anong them know that a child has been the focus of all this firepower. Swi ss Guards do
not grunble, but few could appreciate such a provincial posting, so far fromthe action, in such
sandy and unconfortabl e surroundi ngs.

"Contact renmins northbound, one-seven-two, velocity now two-five-nine klicks, altitude three
nmeters," says the C3 controller. "Distance five hundred seventy kil ometers."

"Time to bring it down," says Commander Barnes-Avne on the comrand channel linmted to her and de
Soya. "Recommendati ons?"

De Soya gl ances up. The skimer is banking to the south. Qutside the mantis-eye blisters, the
horizon tilts and the bizarre Tine Tonbs of Hyperion pass a thousand nmeters beneath them The sky
to the south is a dull brown-and-yellow band. "Lance it fromorbit?" he says.

Bar nes- Avne nods but says, "You're faniliar with the torch-ships' work. Let's put a squad on it."
Wth her god-glove she touches red pips at the southern tip of the defensive perinmeter. "Sergeant
Gregorius?" She has switched to the tactical -channel tightbeam

" Conmander ?" The sergeant's voice is deep and gravel ed.

"You're nonitoring the bogey?"

"Affirmative, Conmander."

"Intercept it, identify it, and destroy it, Sergeant."

"Affirmative, Conmander."

De Soya watches as the C3 caneras zoomtoward the southern desert. Five human formnms suddenly
appear rising fromthe dunes, their chanel eon polynmer fading as they rise above dust cloud. On a
normal world they would be flying by EMrepul sors; on Hyperion they wear the bul kier reaction
paks. The five fan out so that several hundred nmeters separate themand hurtle southward into the
dust cl oud.

"IR " says Barnes-Avne, and the visual shifts to the infrared to follow themthrough the

thickening cloud. "Illuninate target," she says. The image shifts south, but the target is only a
heat bl ur.
"Smal | ," says the Commander

"Pl ane?" Father Captain de Soya is used to spaceborne tactical displays.

"Too small, unless it's sone sort of notorized paraglider," says Barnes-Avne. There is absolutely
no stress in her voice.

De Soya | ooks down as the skinmer passes over the south end of the Valley of the Tine Tonbs and
accel erates. The dust stormis a gold-brown band al ong the horizon ahead of them

"Di stance to intercept one hundred eighty klicks," cones Sergeant G egorius's |laconic voice. De
Soya's visor is slaved to the Commander's, and they are seeing what the Swiss Guard sergeant sees-
not hi ng. The squad of troops is flying on instrunents through blowi ng sand so thick that the air
is as dark as night around t hem

"Reaction paks are heating up," comes another calmvoice. De Soya checks the readout. It is
Corporal Kee. "Sand's foulin' up the intakes," continues the corporal

De Soya | ooks through his visor at Commander Barnes-Avne. He knows she has a tough choice to make-
another mnute in that dust cloud could send one or nore of her troops falling to their deaths;
failure to identify the bogey could |lead to trouble |ater

"Sergeant Gregorius," she says, her voice still rock calm "take out the intruder now "

There is the briefest of pauses on the comine. "Comrander, we can hang in here a few nore .

," begins the sergeant. De Soya can hear the howl of the dust stormover the nan's voice.

"Take it out now, Sergeant," says Barnes-Avne.

"Affirmative."

De Soya switches to the wide-range tactical and | ooks up to see the Commander watching him "You
think this mght be a feint?" she says. "A distraction to pull us away so that the real intruder
can infiltrate el sewhere?"

"Coul d be," says de Soya. He sees fromthe display that the Conmmander has raised the alert al
along the perinmeter to Level Five. A Level Six alert is conbat.

"Let's see," she says, just as Gregorius's troops fire

The dust stormis a rolling cauldron of sand and electricity. At 175 kilometers, their energy
weapons are unreliable. Gregorius chooses a steel rain dart and | aunches it hinself. The dart
accel erates to Mach 6. The bogey does not divert fromits path.

"No sensors, | think," says Barnes-Avne. "It's flying blind. Programed."

The dart passes over the heat target and detonates at a distance of thirty nmeters, the shaped
charge propelling the twenty thousand flechettes directly downward into the intruder's path.
"Contact down," says the C3 controller at the sane second that Sergeant G egorius reports, "Got
him™"
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"Find and identify," says the Commander. Their skinmer has banked back toward the Vall ey.

De Soya gl ances through the visor display. She has taken the kill at a distance but is not
renmoving the troops fromthe storm

"Affirmative," says the sergeant, and the stormis wild enough to add static to a tightbeam

The skimrer flies | ow over the valley, and de Soya identifies the tonbs for the thousandth tine:
here, in reverse order fromthe usual pilgrinms' approach-although there have been no pilgrins for
nmore than three centuries-conmes first the Shrike Palace, farther south than the others, its barbed
and serrated buttresses rem niscent of the creature that has not been seen here since the days of
the pilgrins; then the nore subtle Cave Tonbs-three in all-their entrances carved out of the pink
stone of the canyon wall; then the huge centrally placed Crystal Mpnolith; then the Obelisk; then
the Jade Tonb; and finally the intricately carved Sphinx with seal ed door and outflung w ngs.

De Soya gl ances at his chrononeter.

"One hour and fifty-six mnutes," says Conmander Barnes-Avne.

Fat her Captain de Soya chews his |lip. The cordon of Swiss Guard troops is in place around the

Sphi nx-has been in place for nonths. Farther out, nore troops are placed in a broader perineter
Each tonb has its detail of waiting soldiers, just in case the prophecy m ght have been m staken
Beyond the Vall ey, nore troops. Above them the torchships and comand ship keep watch. At the
entrance to the Valley, de Soya's private dropship awaits, its engines already powered up, ready
for immediate liftoff as soon as the sedated child is aboard. Two thousand klicks above, the
archangel -cl ass courier ship Raphael waits with its chil d-sized accel erati on couch

First, though, de Soya knows, the girl whose nane night be Aenea nust receive the sacranment of the
cruciform This will-happen at the chapel in the torchship St. Bonaventure in orbit, nonments
before the sleeping child is transferred to the courier ship. Three days after that, she will be
resurrected on Pacem and delivered to the Pax authorities.

Fat her Captain de Soya licks his dry lips. He is as worried that an innocent child will be hurt as
he is that sonething will go wong in the detention. He cannot inmagine how a child- even a child
fromthe past, one who has communi cated with the TechnoCore-can be a threat to the far-flung Pax
or the Holy Church

Fat her Captain de Soya throttles back his thoughts; it is not his place to inmagine. It is his
place to carry out orders and serve his superiors, and through them to serve the Church and Jesus
Chri st.

"Here's your bogey," conmes Sergeant Gregorius's rasp. The visual is hazy, the dust stormis still
very wild, but all five troops have nade it to the crash site.

De Soya raises the resolution on his visor display and sees the shattered wood and paper, the
riddl ed, twisted netal that mnmight have been a sinple solar battery-pul se reacti on outboard.
"Drone," says Corporal Kee.

De Soya flips up his visor and smiles at Commander Barnes-Avne. "Another drill fromyou
"That's five today."

The Conmander does not return the smile. "Next time it may be the real thing," she says. To her
tactical mke she says, "Level Five continues. At S-mnus sixty, we go to Level Six."
Confirmations ring on all bands.

"I still don't understand who might want to interfere," says Father Captain de Soya. "Or how they
could do it."

Commander Bar nes- Avne shrugs. "The Qusters could be spinning down from C plus even as we speak."
"Then they'd better bring a full Swarm" says the father-captain. "Anything I ess and we'll handle
themeasily."

"Nothing in life is easy," says Commander Barnes-Avne.

The ski mrer touches down. The |l ock cycles and the ranp |lowers. The pilot turns in his seat, slides
his visor up, and says, "Conmander, Captain, you wanted to land at the Sphinx at S-minus one hour
and fifty minutes. W're a minute early.”

De Soya di sconnects hinself fromthe skimer console. "I'"mgoing to stretch nmy |egs before the
stormarrives," he says to the Commander. "Care to join me?"

"No." Barnes-Avne |owers her visor and begi ns whi speri ng conmands.

Qutside the skinmer, the air is thin and charged with electricity. Overhead, the sky is still the
pecul i ar deep lapis of Hyperion, but already the southern rimof the canyon has a haze hangi ng
over it as the storm approaches.

De Soya gl ances at his chrononeter. One hour and fifty mnutes. He takes a deep breath, vows not
to look again at the tinepiece for at |least ten mnutes, and walks into the | oom ng shadow of the
Sphi nx.

12

he says.
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After hours of talk, | was sent to bed to sleep until three a.m O course, | did not. | always
have had troubl e sl eeping the night before a trip, and this night | did not sleep at all

The city after which | was nanmed was quiet after mdnight; the autum breeze had dropped and the
stars were very bright. For an hour or two | stayed in ny sleep shirt, but by one a.m | rose,
dressed in the sturdy clothes they had given ne the night before, and went through the contents of
my pack for the fifth or sixth tinmne.

There was not nuch for so daunting an adventure: a change of clothes and underwear, socks, a
flashlight laser, two water bottles, a knife-1 had specified the type-in a belt scabbard, a heavy
canvas jacket with thermal lining, an ultralight blanket to use as a bedroll, an inertial guidance
conpass, an old sweater, night-vision glasses, and a pair of |eather gloves. "Wat else would you
need to explore the universe?" | nuttered.

| had al so specified the type of clothing I would wear on this day-a confortable canvas shirt and
an overvest wi th numerous pockets, tough whipcord trousers of the sort |I'd worn while duck hunting
in the fens, soft high boots-what | thought of as "buccaneer boots" fromthe description in
Grandam s stories -that were only a bit too tight, and a soft tricorn cap that would fold away in
a vest pocket when | did not need it.

| clasped the knife to nmy belt, set the conpass in ny vest pocket, and stood at the w ndow

wat chi ng the stars wheel over the nountaintops until A Bettik canme to wake ne at two forty-five.
-:O:-***-:O:-

The ol d poet was awake and in his hoverchair at the end of the table on the highest |evel of the
tower. The canvas roof had been pulled back and the stars burned coldly overhead. Fl anmes sputtered
in the braziers along the wall, and actual torches were set higher on the stone wall. There was
breakfast laid out-fried nmeats, fruits, neal patties with syrup, fresh bread-but | took only a cup
of coffee.

"You'd better eat," grunbled the old nman. "You don't know when your next neal will cone."

| stood |looking at him Steamfromthe coffee rose to warmny face. The air was chill. "If things
go according to plan, I'Il be in the spaceship in less than six hours. |I'll eat then."

Martin Silenus made a rough noise. "Wen do things ever go according to plan, Raul Endym on?"

| sipped coffee. "Speaking of plans, you were going to tell nme about the sort of mracle that's
going to distract the Swiss Guard while | whisk your young friend away."

The anci ent poet peered at ne for a silent nmonent. "Just trust nme on that, will you?"

| sighed. | had been afraid he would say that. "That's a lot to take on trust, old man."
He nodded but renai ned silent.
"All right," | said at last. "W'|l| see what happens.” | turned to where A Bettik was standi ng

near the stairway. "Just don't forget to be there with the ship when we need you."

"I will not forget, sir," said the android.
| wal ked to where the hawking nat was laid out on the floor. A Bettik had set ny pack on it. "Any
| ast instructions?" | asked, not know ng which person | was speaking to.

The old man floated cl oser on his hoverchair. He | ooked ancient in the torchlight: nore w zened
and mumm fied than ever. His fingers were |like yellowed bones. "Just this,” he rasped. "Listen-
"In the wide sea there lives a forlorn wetch
Doormed with enfeebled carcass to outstretch

H s | oat hed existence through ten centuries,
And then to die alone. Wo can devise

A total opposition? No one. So

A mllion times ocean nust ebb and fl ow,

And he oppressed. Yet he shall not die,

These things acconplished. If he utterly

Scans all depths of magic, and expounds

The meani ngs of all notions, shapes and sounds;
If he explores all forns and substances

Strai ght honeward to their synbol -essences;

He shall not die. Mreover, and in chief,

He nust pursue this task of joy and gri ef

Most piously-all |overs tenpest-tossed,

And in the savage overwhel ming | ost,

He shall deposit side by side, unti

Tinme's creeping shall the dreary space fulfil:
Whi ch done, and all these | abours ripened,

A youth, by heavenly power |oved and | ed,

Shal | stand before him whom he shall direct
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How to consummate all. The youth el ect
Must do the thing, or both will be destroyed.
"What ?" | said. "I don't ..."

"Fuck it," rasped the poet. "Just get Aenea, take her to the Qusters, and get her back alive. It's
not too conplicated. Even a shepherd should be able to do it."

"Don't forget |andscape apprentice, bartender, and duck hunter," | said, and set ny cup of coffee
down.

"It's alnmost three," said Silenus. "You need to get going."

| took a breath. "Just one mnute," | said. | clattered down the stairs, went into the |lavatory,
relieved nyself, and | eaned agai nst the cool stone wall for a nonent. Are you nmad, Raul Endym on?
It was my thought, but | heard it in Grandam s soft voice. Yes, | answered.

| wal ked back up the stairs, amazed at how shaky ny | egs were and how rapidly ny heart was

beati ng.

"All set,"” | said. "Mdther always said to take care of these things before |eaving hone."

The thousand-year-old poet grunted and hovered his chair near the hawking mat. | sat on the rug,

activated the flight threads, and hovered a neter and a half above the stone floor.

"Remenber, once you're in the Ceft and find the entrance, it's programmed,"” said Silenus.

"I know, you told nme all about "

"Shut up and listen," he rasped. Ancient parchment fingers pointed to the proper thread designs.
"You renenber howto fly it. Once in, tap in the sequence there . . . there . . . there . . . and
the programw |l take over. You can interrupt the sequence to fly manually by touching the

i nterrupt design here. " His fingers caressed air above the ancient threads. "But don't try to

fly it yourself down there. You'll never find your way out."

| nodded and licked dry lips. "You didn't tell ne who programmed it. Wwo did this flight before?"
The satyr showed new teeth. "I did, ny boy. It took nme nmonths, but | did. A npbst two centuries
ago."

"Two centuries!" | alnobst stepped off the mat. "What if there have been cave-ins? Shiftings due to
eart hquakes? What if sonething's got in the way since then?"

Martin Silenus shrugged. "You'll be going over two hundred klicks per hour, boy," he said. "I

guess you'll die." He slapped ne on the back. "Get going. Gve ny love to Aenea. Tell her that
Uncle Martin is waiting to see O d Earth before he dies. Tell her that the old fart is eager to
hear her expound the neanings of all notions, shapes, and sounds."

| raised the hawki ng mat anot her half neter

A. Bettik stepped forward and extended a blue hand. | shook it. "Good |uck, M Endym on."

I nodded, found nothing else to say, and flew the hawking nat up and out of the tower in rising

spirals.

_:O:_***_:O:_

To fly directly fromthe city of Endynion in the nmiddle of the continent of Aquila to the Valley
of the Tinme Tonbs on the continent of Equus, | should have headed al nbst due north. | headed east.

My test-flying the day before-it was the sanme day to ny tired nmind-had shown how easy it was to
handl e the hawki ng nat, but that was at speeds of a few klicks per hour. Wien | was a hundred
nmeters above the tower, | set the direction-the pen-light clanped in ny teeth illum nating the
inertial conpass, lining up the mat along that invisible line, checking it against the topographic
map the old poet had given ne-and held the pal mof ny hand on the acceleration pattern. The mat
continued to speed up until the gentle containnent field activated to shield me fromthe wi nd
blast. Too late, | glanced back to catch a last glinpse of the tower-perhaps to see the old poet
wat ching froma w ndow but already the ruined university town was lost to sight in the nountain
dar kness.

There was no speed indicator, so | had to assune the nat was flying at its top speed as it soared
toward the high peaks to the east. Starlight reflected on snowfields higher than my own altitude,
so to be cautious, | stowed the penlight, pulled on the night-vision glasses, and continued to
check nmy position against the topo map. As the land rose, so did I, holding the hawking mat at a
hundred neters above the boul ders, waterfalls, aval anche chutes, and icefalls all glowing green in
t he enhanced starlight fromthe night-vision goggles. The mat was perfectly silent inits flight-
even the wi nd noi se was hushed by the deflective contai nment field-and several tines | saw | arge
animals leap to hiding, surprised by the sudden appearance of this wi ngless bird above them |
crossed the continental divide half an hour after |eaving the tower, keeping the mat in the center
of the five-thousand-neter pass. It was cold there, and though the containnment field held some of

my own body heat in the traveling bubble of still air, | had | ong since pulled on ny thernal
j acket and gl oves.
Beyond the nountains, descending quickly to stay close to the rugged terrain, | watched the tundra
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give way to fenfields, the fenfields to low lines of dwarf everblues and triaspen, and then saw
these high-mountain trees trail off and di sappear as the glow of the tesla flane forests began to
light the east |ike a fal se dawn.

| stowed the night-vision glasses in ny pack. The sight ahead was beautiful and sonewhat
frightening-the entire eastern horizon snapping and crackling with electricity, ball Iightning

| eapi ng between the hundred-nmeter-tall tesla trees, chain lightning rippling through the air

bet ween tesla and expl odi ng promet heus, phoeni x shrubs and random ground fires burning in a

t housand pl aces. Both Martin Silenus and A Bettik had warned ne about this, and | took the
hawki ng mat hi gh, accepting the risk of detection at this altitude as preferable to bei ng caught
in that electric nael strom bel ow.

Anot her hour and there was a hint of sunrise to the east, beyond the flane-forest glow, but just
as the sky paled and then deepened into daylight, the flame forests fell behind me and the O eft
cane into sight.

| had been aware that | had been clinbing for the past forty nminutes as | checked ny route above
the Pinion Plateau on the creased topo map, but now | felt the altitude as the depth of that great
crevice in this part of Aquila became visible ahead. Inits own way, the Ceft was as frightening
as the flame forests- narrow, vertical, dropping three thousand neters in a straight fall fromthe
flatl ands above. | crossed the southern edge of the great split in the continent and dived toward
the river three kiloneters below The deft continued east, the river beneath ne roaring al ong at
nearly the sane speed as the mat as | slowed. Wthin nonents the norning sky darkened above nme and

the stars reappeared; it was as if | had fallen into a deep well. The river at the base of these
terrifying cliffs of fall was wild, clogged with bergs of its own ice, |eaping over boul ders the
size of the spaceship | had left behind. | stayed five neters above the spray and sl owed even
further. | must be close.

I checked ny chrononeter and then the map. It should be sonewhere ahead in the next two klicks .
t her e!

It was |larger than they had described-at least thirty meters to a side-and perfectly square. The

entrance to the planetary |abyrinth had been carved in the formof a tenple entrance, or a giant

door. | slowed the hawking mat further and then banked left, pausing at the entrance. According to
my chrononeter, it had taken just under ninety mnutes to reach the Ceft. The Valley of the Tine
Tonbs was still a thousand klicks north of here. Four hours of flying at high cruising speed. |

| ooked again at ny chrononeter-four hours and twenty minutes until the time the child was
schedul ed to step out of the Sphinx.
| edged the hawking nmat forward, into the cavern. Trying to renenber the details of the Priest's

Tale in the old man's Cantos, | could remenber only that it was here-just within the labyrinth
entrance-that Father Dure and the Bi kura had encountered the Shrike and the cruciforns.

There was no Shrike. | was not surprised-the creature had not been sighted since the Fall of the
VWor | dWeb 274 years ago. There were no cruciforms. Again, | was not surprised-the Pax had harvested

them |l ong ago fromthese cavern walls.

I knew what everyone knew about the Labyrinth. There had been nine known | abyrinthine worlds in
the old Hegenony. All of those worlds had been Earth-like-7.9 on the ancient Sol nev Scal e-except
that they were tectonically dead, nore Mars-like than Earth-like in that respect. The |labyrinth
tunnel s honeyconbed t hose ni ne worl ds-Hyperi on included-and served no known purpose. They had been
tunnel ed tens of thousands of years before humankind had left Add Earth, although no clue to the
tunnel ers had ever been found. The | abyrinths fuel ed numerous nyths-including the Cantos-but their
mystery remai ned. The Labyrinth of Hyperion had never been mapped-except for the part | was ready
to travel at 270 klicks per hour. It had been nmapped by a mad poet. O so | hoped.

| slipped the night-vision glasses back on as the sunlight faded behind me. | felt the skin on the
back of ny neck prickle as the darkness closed around. Soon the gl asses woul d be usel ess, as there
woul d be no light to enhance. Taking tape fromny pack, | secured the flashlight |aser to the

front of the hawking mat and set the beamto its w dest dispersal. The light would be faint, but
the goggles would amplify it. Already | could see branchi ngs ahead-the cavern remai ned a great,
holl ow, rectangular prism thirty nmeters on a side, with only the snmallest signs of cracks or

col | apse-and ahead, tunnels branched to the right, then left, then downward.

| took a breath and tapped in the programmed sequence. The hawki ng mat | eaped ahead, accel erating
to its preset speed, the sudden lurch making ne |ean far backward despite the conpensating effect
of the containment field.

That field would not protect nme if the carpet took a wong turn and smashed into a wall at this
speed. Rocks flashed past. The hawki ng mat banked sharply to make a right turn, leveled itself in
the center of the |l ong cavern, then dived to follow a descendi ng branch

It was terrifying to watch. | took the night-vision glasses off, secured themin nmy coat pocket,
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gripped the edge of the |eaping, lurching mat, and closed ny eyes. | need not have bothered. The
dar kness was now absol ut e.
13

Wth fifteen nminutes until the opening of the Sphinx, Father Captain de Soya paces the valley

floor. The stormhas |long since arrived, and sand fills the air in a rasping blizzard. Hundreds of

Swi ss Guard are depl oyed here along the Valley floor, but their arnmored CTVs, their gun

enpl acenents, their mssile batteries, their observation posts-all are invisible due to the dust

storm But de Soya knows that they would be invisible at any rate, conceal ed behi nd canoufl age

fields and chanel eon polyner. The father-captain has to rely on his infrared to see anything in

this howing storm And even then, with his visor down and sealed, fine particles of sand nake

their way down his combat suit collar and up into his mouth. This day tastes of grit. H s sweat

|l eaves tiny trails of red nmud, |ike blood fromsone holy stigmata, on his brow and cheeks.

"Attention," he says over the all-call channels. "This is Father Captain de Soya, comanding this

m ssi on under papal inperative. Comander Barnes-Avne will repeat these orders in a nonent, but

right now!| want to specify that there will be no actions taken, no shots fired, no defensive acts

initiated that will in any way endanger the life of the child who will be stepping fromone of

these tombs in ... thirteen and a half mnutes. | want this understood by every Pax officer and

trooper, every torchship captain and space-navy sailor, every pilot and airborne flight officer
this child nmust be captured but unharnmed. Failure to heed this warning will result in court-

martial and sunmary execution. May we all serve our Lord and our Church this day. ... In the nane

of Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, | ask that our efforts be successful. Father Captain de Soya, Acting

Conmander Hyperion expedition, out."

He continues wal king as the chorus of anmens comes in over tactical channels. Suddenly he pauses.

" Commander ?"

"Yes, Father Captain." Barnes-Avne's voice is calmin his earphones.

"Would it screw up your perineter if | asked for Sergeant Gregorius's squad to join ne here at the

Sphi nx?"

There is the briefest pause, which tells himhow little the ground Conmander thinks of such |ast-

nm nute changes in plans. The "reception conmittee"-a squad of specially chosen Swiss Cuard, the

doctor with the sedative ready to be administered, and a nmedic with the living cruciformin its

stasis container-are even now waiting at the foot of the Sphinx's stairs.

"Gregorius and his troops will be there in three mnutes," says the Commander. De Soya can hear

t he commands goi ng out over the tactical tightbeamand the confirmations conmng in. Once again he

has asked these five nen and wonmen to fly in dangerous conditions.

The squad touches down in two minutes forty-five seconds. De Soya can see themonly on infrared;

their reaction paks are gl ow ng white-hot.

"Shed the flying paks," he says. "Just stay near ne no natter what happens. Watch ny back."

"Yes, sir," cones Sergeant Gregorius's runble through the wind howl. The huge noncom steps cl oser

his visor and conbat suit looming in de Soya's IR vision. Qoviously the sergeant wants a vi sua

confirmati on on whose back he is watching.

"S-minus ten mnutes," says Commander Barnes-Avne. "Sensors indicate unusual activity in the

antientropic fields around the tonbs."

"l feel it," says de Soya. Indeed, he can. The shifting of the tine fields in the Valley creates a

sense of vertigo in himnot too dissimlar fromnausea. Both this and the ragi ng sandstorm nake

the priest-captain feel unattached to the ground, |ightheaded, al nost drunk. Planting his feet

carefully, de Soya wal ks back to the Sphinx. Gegorius and his troopers followin a tight V.

The "wel coming conmittee" is standing on the steps of the Sphinx. De Soya approaches, flashes his

infrared and radio ID, talks briefly with the doctor carrying the sedative anpul e- warns the woman

not to harmthe child-and then waits. There are thirteen fornms on the steps now, counting

Gregorius's team De Soya realizes that the conbat squads do not | ook especially welconming with

their rai sed heavy weapons. "Step back a few paces," he says to the two squad sergeants. "Keep the

squads ready, but out of sight in the storm"

"Affirmative." The ten troopers take a dozen steps back and are totally invisible in the bl ow ng

sand. De Soya knows that nothing living could break through the perineter they have established.

To the doctor and his nedic aide carrying the cruciform De Soya says, "Let's get closer to the

door." The suited figures nod and the three slowy clinb the stairs. The antientropic fields are

i ntense now. De Soya renenbers once, as a young boy, he had stood up to his chest in a vicious

surf, the tide and undertow trying to pull himout into an unfriendly ocean on his homeworld. This

is abit like that.

"S-mnus seven mnutes,’

says Barnes- Avne on the conmon channel. Then, on the tightbeamto de
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Soya, "Father Captain, would you like the skimer to |land and get you? There's a better overview
up here."

"No, thank you," says de Soya. "I'Il stay with the contact team" He sees on his display that the
skimer is clinbing for altitude, finally pausing at ten thousand neters, above the worst of the
dust storm Like any good comander, Barnes-Avne wants to control the action while not being
caught up init.

De Soya keys the private channel to his dropship pilot. "H roshe?"

"Yes, sir?"

"Be ready to lift off inten mnutes or less."

"Ready, sir."

"The stormwon't be a problenP" As with all deep-space conbat captains, de Soya is nore

di strustful of atnosphere than of al nost anything el se.

"No problem sir."

" CGood. "

"S-minus five mnutes," comes Comander Barnes-Avne's steady voice. "Orbital detectors show no
space activity for thirty AUs. Northern hem spheric airwatch shows no vehicles airborne. G ound
detection shows no unauthorized novenent fromthe Bridle Range to the coast."

"COP screens clear," cones the C3 controller's voice.

"CAP clear," says the lead Scorpion pilot. "It's still a beautiful day up here."

"Radi o and tightbeam silence fromthis point on until Level Six goes to standdown," says Barnes-
Avne. "S-minus four mnutes and sensors show maxi mum antientropic activity throughout the Valley.
Contact team report in."

"I"'mat the door," says Dr. Chatkra.

"Ready," says the nedic, a very young trooper naned Caf. The trooper's voice is shaky. De Soya
realizes that he does not know if Caf is male or fenale.

"Al'l set here," reports de Soya. He gl ances over his shoul der through the clear visor. Even the
bottom of the stone stairway is invisible in the howing sand. Electrical discharges crackle and
pop. De Soya switches to IR and sees the ten Swiss Guards standing there, weapons literally hot.
Even in the midst of stormnoise, a terrible quiet suddenly descends. De Soya can hear his own
breathing within the helnet of his conbat suit. The unused com channels hiss and pop with static
More static |lashes his tactical and IR visors, and de Soya slides themup in exasperation. The
seal ed portal of the Sphinx is less than three meters in front of him but the sand now conceal s
it, nowreveals it, like a shifting curtain. De Soya takes two steps closer, and Dr. Chatkra and
her medic foll ow.

"Two m nutes," says Barnes-Avne. "All weapons to full hot. Hi gh-speed recorders to autonatic.

Medi cal dustoff teams stand by."

De Soya closes his eyes to fight the vertigo of the tine tides. The universe, he thinks, is truly
wondrous. He is sorry that he has to sedate the child wi thin seconds of nmeeting her. Those are his
orders-she woul d sl eep through the attachment of the cruciformand the fatal flight back to Pacem
and he knows that he will, in all probability, never hear the girl's voice. He is sorry. He would
like to talk to her, ask her questions about the past, about herself.

"One minute. Perinmeter fire control on full auto.”

"Commander!" De Soya has to slide the tactical visor down to identify the voice as belonging to a
science lieutenant on the interior perinmeter. "The fields are building to max along all the tonbs!
Doors opening on the caves, the Mnolith, the Shrike Pal ace, the Jade Tonb ..."

"Silence on all channels,"” snaps Barnes-Avne. "We're nonitoring it here. Thirty seconds.”

De Soya realizes that the child is going to step into this newera only to be confronted with
three hel neted, visored figures in conbat arnor, and slides all of his visors up. He nmay never get
to talk to the girl, but she will see his human face before she sl eeps.

"Fifteen seconds." For the first tine de Soya hears tension in the Commander's voice

Bl owi ng sand claws at Father Captain de Soya's exposed eyes. He raises a gloved hand, rubs, and
blinks through tears. He and Dr. Chatkra take another step closer. The doors of the Sphinx are
opening inward. The interior is dark. De Soya w shes he could see in IR but he does not flip the
visor down. He is deternined that this child will see his eyes.

A shadow nobves within darkness. The doctor begins to step toward the form but de Soya touches her
arm "Wait."

The shadow becones a figure; the figure becomes a form the formis a child. She is smaller than
de Soya expected. Her shoulder-length hair blows in the wi nd.

"Aenea," says de Soya. He had not planned on speaking to her, or calling her by namne.

The girl looks up at him He sees the dark eyes, but senses no fear there-just . . . anxiety?
Sadness?
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"Aenea, don't worry . . . ," he begins, but the doctor noves forward qui ckly at that nonent,
injector raised, and the girl takes a quick step back
It is then that Father Captain de Soya sees the second figure in the gloom And it is then that
t he screani ng begins.
14

I hadn't known that | was claustrophobic until this trip. The flying at high speeds through pitch-
bl ack cataconbs, the encircling containnment field blocking even the wind of ny passage, the sense
of stone and darkness all around-twenty nminutes into the wild flight | disengaged the autopil ot
program |anded the hawking nmat on the labyrinth floor, collapsed the contai nnent field, stepped
away fromthe mat, and screaned.

| grabbed the flashlight laser and played it on the walls. A square corridor of stone. Here,

out side the containment field, the heat struck nme. The tunnel nust be very deep. There were no

stalactites, no stalagmtes, no bats, no living things . . . only this square-hewn cavern
stretching to infinity. | played the |ight over the hawking mat. It seemed dead, totally inert. In
my haste | mght have exited the programincorrectly, wiped it. If so, | was dead. We had jinked

and banked on a score of branchings so far; there was no way | would ever find ny own way out.
screanmed again, although it was a bit nore of a deliberate, tension-breaking shout than a scream

this time. | fought the sense of walls and darkness closing in. | willed away the nausea. Three
and a half hours left. Three and a half hours of this claustrophobic nightmare, barreling al ong
t hrough bl ackness, hanging on to a leaping flying carpet . . . and then what? | wi shed then that

had brought a weapon. It seened absurd at the tinme; no handgun woul d have given nme a chance

agai nst even a single Swiss Guard trooper-not even against a Home Guard irregul ar-but now | wi shed
| had sonething. | renoved the small hunting knife fromits |eather scabbard on ny belt, saw the
steel gleamin the flashlight beam and started | aughi ng.

This was absurd.

| set the knife back, dropped onto the mat, and tapped in the "resune" code. The hawki ng nmat
stiffened, rose, and lurched into violent nmotion. | was goi ng sonmewhere fast.

_:o:-***-:o:_

Fat her Captain De Soya sees the huge shape for an instant before it is gone, and the scream ng
begins. Dr. Chatkra steps toward the retreating child, blocking de Soya's view, there is a rush of
air tangible even within the wind roar all around, and the doctor's helneted head is rolling and
bounci ng past de Soya's boots.

"Mt her of God," he whispers into his open nicrophone. Dr. Chatkra's body still stands. The girl -
Aenea-screans then, the sound al nost |ost under the howing sandstorm and as if the force of the
scream has acted upon Chatkra's body, the corpse falls to the stone. The nedic, Caf, shouts

sonmet hing unintelligible and unges for the girl. Again the dark blur, nmore sensed than seen, and
Caf's armis separated fromthe nmedic's body. Aenea runs toward the stairway. De Soya | unges at
the child but collides with some sort of huge, netallic statue made of barbs and razor wre.

Spi kes puncture his conbat arnor- inpossible!-but he feels the blood pouring fromhalf a dozen

nm nor wounds. -

"No!" screans the girl again. "Stop! | conmand you!"

The three-meter netal statue turns in slow nmotion. De Soya has a confused inpression of blazing
red eyes staring down at the girl, and then the metal scul pture is gone. The father-captain takes
a step toward the child, still wanting to reassure her as well as capture her, but his left |eg
goes out fromunder him and he goes to his right knee on the broad stone step

The girl cones to him touches his shoul der, and whi spers- sonehow audi bly above the wind how and
the worse howing of people in pain coning over his earphones-"It will be all right."

Fat her Captain de Soya's body is suffused with well-being, his mind is filled with joy. He weeps.
The girl is gone. A huge figure |oons over him and de Soya clenches his fists, tries to rise,
knowing that it is futile-that the creature has returned to kill him

"Easy!" shouts Sergeant Gregorius. The big nan hel ps de Soya to his feet. The father-captain
cannot stand-his left leg is bleeding and usel ess-so Gregorius holds himin one giant armwhile he
sweeps the area with his energy | ance.

"Don't shoot!" shouts de Soya. "The girl ..."

"CGone," says Sergeant Gregorius. He fires. A spike of pure energy |lashes into the crackling swrl
of sand. "Dam!" Gegorius lifts the father-captain over his arnored shoul der. The screans on the
net are growing wilder.

_:O:_***_:O:_
My chronometer and conpass tell me that | am al nost there. Nothing el se suggests that. | amstil
flying blind, still hanging on to the lurching hawking mat as it selects which branch of the
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endl ess Labyrinth to hurtle down. | have had little sense of the tunnels clinbing toward the
surface, but, then, |I have had little sense of anything except vertigo and cl austrophobi a.
For the last two hours | have worn ny night-vision glasses and illumnated our flight path with

the flashlight laser at its widest setting. At three hundred klicks per hour, the rock walls rush
by with alarming rapidity. But rather that than darkness.

| amstill wearing the goggles when the first |ight appears and blinds me. | sweep off the

gl asses, stow themin a vest pocket, and blink away afterinages. The hawking mat is hurtling ne
toward a rectangle of pure light.

I renenber the old poet saying that the Third Cave Tonb had been closed for nore than two and a
hal f centuries. Al of the Tinme Tonbs on Hyperion had their portals sealed after the Fall, but the
Third Cave Tonb actually had a wall of rock sealing it off fromthe Labyrinth behind the cl osed
portal. For hours now | had half expected to barrel into that wall of rock at al nost three hundred
klicks per hour.

The square of light grows rapidly. | realize that the tunnel has been clinbing for sone tine,
rising to the surface here. | lie full-length on the hawking mat, feeling it slow as it reaches
the end of its programmed flight plan. "Good work, old man," | say aloud, nearing nmy voice for the

first time since the shouting interlude three and a half hours ago.
| set my hand over the acceleration threads, afraid to let the mat slow to a wal ki ng pace here

where | ambound to be a sitting duck. | had said that it would take a mracle to keep from bei ng
shot by the Swiss Guard; the poet had promised me one. It is tine.

Sand swirls in the tonb opening, covering the doorway like a dry waterfall. Is this the mracle?
hope not. Troopers can see through a sandstormeasily enough. | brake the mat to a stop just

within the doorway, pull a bandanna and sungl asses fromny pack, tie the scarf over ny nose and
mouth, lie full-length on ny belly again, set ny fingers over the flight designs, and punch the
accel eration threads.

The hawking mat flies through the doorway and into open air

I jink hard right, rising and dropping the mat in a wild evasive pattern, knowi ng even as | do so
that such efforts are usel ess agai nst autotargeting. It does not matter-ny urge to stay alive
overrides ny |ogic.

I cannot see. The stormis so wild that everything two neters beyond the | eading edge of the mat
is obscured. This is insane . . . the old poet and |I never discussed the possibility of a
sandstorm here. | can't even tell ny altitude.

Suddenly a razor-sharp flying buttress passes |ess than a nmeter beneath the hurtling carpet,
imediately | fly under another barbed netal strut, and | realize that | have al nost just collided

with the Shrike Palace. | am headed precisely the wong direction-south-when | need to be at the
north end of the Valley. | look at ny conpass, confirmny folly, and sw ng the hawki ng mat around.
Fromthe glinpse | had of the Shrike Palace, the mat is about twenty neters above ground | evel.

St oppi ng the carpet, feeling it rocked and buffeted by the wind, | lower it like an elevator unti

it touches wi ndswept stone. Then | raise it three nmeters, lock in that altitude, and nove due
north at little nore than a wal ki ng pace.

Wiere are the sol diers?

As if to answer my unspoken question, dark forms in battle arnmor hurtle by. | flinch as they fire
their baroque energy | ances and stubby flechette guns, but they are not firing at nme. They are
shooting over their shoulders. They are Swiss Guard and they are running. | had never heard of
such a thing.

Suddenly | realize that beneath the wind howl, the Valley is alive with human screans. | don't see
how this is possible- troopers would keep their helnets fastened and visors down in such a storm
But the screans are there. | can hear them

A jet or skinmer suddenly roars overhead, no nore than ten meters above me, its autoguns firing to
either side-l survive because | amdirectly beneath the thing-and | have to brake suddenly as the
storm ahead of ne is illunminated by a terrible blast of light and heat. The skinmer, jet,

what ever, has flown -directly into one of the tonbs ahead of nme. | guess that it is the Crysta
Monolith or the Jade Tonb.

More firing to nmy left. | fly right, then northwest again, trying to bypass the tonbs. Suddenly
there are screans to nmy right and directly ahead. Bolts of lancefire slash through the storm This
time someone is shooting at ne. Shooting and nissing? How can this be?

Not waiting for an answer, | drop the hawking mat |ike an express elevator. Slamming into the

ground, | roll aside, bolts of energy ionizing the air not twenty centineters above ny head. The
inertial conpass, still on a lanyard around nmy neck, punches ne in the face as | roll. There are
no boul ders to hide behind, no rocks; the sand is flat here. | try to dig a ditch with ny fingers

as the blue bolts crisscross the air over ny head. Flechette clouds flash overhead with their
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characteristic ripping sound. If | had been airborne now, the hawking mat and | would be in snall
tatters.

Sonet hi ng huge is standing not three neters fromne in the whipping sand. Its |legs are planted
wide. It looks Iike a giant in barbed conbat arnor-a giant with too nmany arns. A plasnma bolt
strikes it, outlining the spiked formfor an instant. The thing does not nelt or fall or fly
apart.

| mpossi bl e. Fucki ng i nmpossible. Part of nmy mind coolly notes that | amthinking in obscenities the
way | always have in conbat.

The huge shape is gone. There are nore screans to ny |left, explosions straight ahead. How the hel
am | supposed to find the kid in all this carnage? And if | do, howcan | find ny way to the Third
Cave Tonb? The idea-the Pl an-had been for ne to swoop Aenea up in the mracle distraction the old
poet had promised, nake a dash for the Third Cave again, and then punch in the final bit of
autopilot for the thirty-klick run for Chronos Keep on the edge of the Bridle Range, where A
Betti k and the spaceship would be waiting for me in ... three minutes.

Even in all this confusion, whatever the hell it is, there is no way that the orbital torchships
or ground-based AA batteries can mss sonething as big as the ship if it hangs around for nore
than the thirty seconds we'd allotted for it to be on the ground. This whole rescue nission is
screwed.

The earth shakes and a boomfills the Valley. Either sonething huge has bl own up-an amo dunp, at
| east-or something nmuch | arger than a skinmer has crashed. Awld red glowillum nates the entire
northern part of the Valley, blossons of flame visible even through the sandstorm Against that
glow I can see scores of arnored figures running, firing, flying, falling. One formis smaller
than the rest and is unarnored. The barbed giant is standing next to it. The snaller form stil
sil houetted against the fiery glow of pure destruction, is attacking the giant, pounding smal
fists agai nst barbs and spikes.

"Shit!" | crawl toward the hawking mat, cannot find it in the storm rub sand out of my eyes,
craw in a circle, and feel cloth under ny right palm In the seconds | have been off the mat, it
has become al nost buried beneath the sand. Digging like a frenzied dog, | unearth the flight

designs, activate the mat, and fly toward the fading glow. The two figures are no | onger visible,
but | have kept the presence of mnd to take a conpass reading. Two | ance bolts scorch the air-one
centinmeters above ny prone body, one mllinmeters under the nat.

"Shit! Goddamm!" | shout to no one in particular.

-=0=-***.=0=-

Fat her Captain De Soya is only sem conscious as he bounces al ong on Sergeant G egorius's arnored
shoul der. De Soya hal f senses other dark shapes running through the stormw th them occasionally
firing plasma bolts at unseen targets, and he wonders if this is the rest of Gegorius's squad.
Fadi ng in and out of awareness, he desperately w shes he could see the girl again, talk to her
Gregorius alnost runs into sonething, stops, orders his squad to close up. A scarab arnored
fighting vehicle has dropped its canmouflage shield and is sitting askew on a boulder. The left
track is mssing, and the barrels of the rear m niguns have been nelted like wax in a flanme. The
right eye blister is shattered and gapi ng.

"Here," pants Gregorius, and carefully |lowers Father Captain de Soya through the blister. A second
| ater the sergeant pulls hinself through, illumnnating the interior of the scarab with the torch
beam on his energy lance. The driver's seat |ooks as if sonmeone has spray-painted it red. The rear
bul kheads seemto have been spattered with random colors, rather |ike some absurd pre-Hegira
"abstract art" Father Captain de Soya once saw in a museum Only this netal canvas has been daubed
with human parts

Sergeant Gregorius pulls himdeeper into the tilted scarab and | eans the torchship captain agai nst
the | ower bul khead. Two other suited figures squeeze through the shattered blister

De Soya rubs blood and sand out of his eyes and says, "I'mall right." He had neant to say it in a
command tone, but his voice is weak, alnost childlike.

"Yessir," grows Gegorius. The sergeant is pulling his nmedkit from his beltpak

"I don't need that," de Soya says weakly. "The suit . . ." Al conbat suits have their own seal ant
and sem -intelligent doc liners. De Soya is sure that for such minor slash or puncture wounds, the
suit has already dealt with it. But now he | ooks down.

Hs left |eg has been all but severed. The inpact-proof, energy-resistant, omi polyner conbat
arnmor is hanging in shreds, like tattered rubber on a cheap tire. He can see the white of his
femur. The suit has tightened into a crude tourni quet around his upper thigh, saving his life, but
there are half a dozen serious puncture wounds in his chest arnor, and the nedlights on his chest
di splay are blinking red.

"Ah, Jesus," whispers Father Captain de Soya. It is a prayer
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"It's all right," says Sergeant G egorius, tightening his own tourniquet around the thigh. "Wl
be getting you to a nedic and then liftin' you to the ship's hospital in no tinme, sir." He | ooks
to the two suited figures crouched in exhaustion behind the front seats. "Kee? Rettig?”

"Yes, Sergeant?" The snaller of the two figures |ooks up

"Mellick and Ort?"

"Dead, Sergeant. The thing got them at the Sphinx."

"Stay on the net," says Sergeant Gregorius, and turns back to de Soya. The noncom renoves his
gauntl et and touches huge fingers to one of the |arger puncture wounds. "Does that hurt, sir?"
De Soya shakes his head. He cannot feel the touch

"Al'l right," says the sergeant, but he | ooks displeased. He begins calling on the tactical net.
"The girl," says Father Captain de Soya. "W have to find the girl."

"Yes, sir," says Gregorius, but continues calling on different channels. De Soya |istens now and
can hear the babble.

"Look out! Christ! It's coning back.
"St. Bonaventure! St. Bonaventure! You are venting into space! Say again, you are venting into

"Scorpion one-niner to any controller . . . Jesus . . . Scorpion one-niner, left engine out, any
controller . . . can't see the Valley . . . wll divert "

"Janmi el Jamie! Ch, CGod ..."

"CGet off the net! Crossdammit, maintain comdiscipline! Get off the fucking net!"

"Qur Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be Thy name ..."

"Watch the fucking . . . oh, shit . . . the fucking thing took a hit but ... shit ..."
"Multiple bogeys . . . say again . . . multiple bogeys . . . disregard fire control . . . there
are multiple ..." This is interrupted by screans.

"Conmand One, cone in. Conmand One, cone in."

Feel i ng consci ousness draining fromhimlike the blood pooling under his ruined | eg, de Soya flips
down his visors. The tactical display is garbage. He keys the tightbeam com channel to Barnes-
Avne's command skinmrer. "Commander, this is Father Captain de Soya. Conmander ?"

The Iine is no | onger operative.

"The Conmander is dead, sir," says Gregorius, pressing an adrenaline anpul e agai nst de Soya's bare
arm The father-captain has no nenory of his gauntlet and conbat arnmor being renoved. "I saw her
skimer go in on tactical before it all went to hell," continues the sergeant, wiring de Soya's
dangling leg to his upper thighbone |ike soneone tying down | oose cargo. "She's dead, sir. Col one
Bri deson's not responding. Captain Ranier's not answering fromthe torchship. The C-three ain't
answerin'."

De Soya fights to stay conscious. "Wat's happeni ng, Sergeant?"

Gregorius leans closer. H's visors are up, and de Soya sees for the first tine that the giant is a

bl ack man. "W had a phrase for this in the Marines before |I joined Swiss Guard, sir."
"Charlie Fox," says Father Captain de Soya, trying to smle.
"That's what you polite navy types call it," agrees Gregorius. He gestures the other two troopers

toward the broken blister. They crawm out. Gregorius lifts de Soya and carries himout like a
baby. "In the Marines, sir," continues the sergeant, not even breathing heavily, "we called it a
cluster fuck."

De Soya feels hinself fading. The sergeant sets himdown on the sand.

"You stay with ne, Captain! Goddammit, you hear ne? You stay with nme!" Gegorius is shouting.
"Wat ch your | anguage, Sergeant," says de Soya, feeling hinself sliding into unconsciousness but
unable and unwilling to do anything about it. "lI'ma priest, renmenber. . . . Taking the nane of
God invainis a nortal sin." The blackness is closing in, and Father Captain de Soya does not
know i f he has said the | ast sentence al oud or not.

15

Since | was a boy on the noors, standing apart to watch snoke fromthe peat fires rise fromwthin
the protective ring of circled caravans, waiting for the stars to appear, then seeing themcold
and indifferent in the deepening lapis sky and wondering about ny future while waiting for the
call that would bring me in to warnth and dinner, | have had a sense of the irony of things. So
many i nmportant things pass quickly w thout being understood at the tinme. So many powerful noments
are buried beneath the absurd. | sawthis as a child. | have seen it throughout ny life since

t hen.

Flying toward the fading orange Iight of the explosion, |I suddenly canme across the child, Aenea.
My first glinpse had been of two figures, the snall one attacking the huge one, but when | arrived
a nmonent l|ater, sand how ing and rasping around the bobbi ng hawki ng mat, there was only the girl
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This is the way we | ooked to each other at that nonent: the girl with an expression of shock and
anger, eyes red and narrowed agai nst the sand or fromher fury at sonething, her small fists

cl enched, her shirt and | oose sweater flapping like wild banners in the wi nd, her shoul der-Iength
hai r-brown but with blond streaks that | would notice later-nmatted and bl owi ng, her cheeks
streaked with the nuddy path of tears and snot, her rubber-soled, canvas kid's shoes totally

i nappropriate to the adventure upon which she'd enbarked, and her cheap backpack hangi ng from one
shoul der; | nust have been a wilder, |ess sane sight-a bul ky, muscled, not-very-bright-1ooking
twenty-seven-year-old lying flat on ny belly on a flying carpet, my face largely obscured by the
bandanna and dark gl asses, ny short hair filthy and spiked in the wind, my pack al so | ashed over
one shoul der, ny vest and trousers filthy with sand and gri ne.

The girl's eyes widened in recognition, but it took only a second for me to realize that she was
recogni zi ng the hawki ng nat, not ne.

"Get on!" | shouted. Arnored forns ran by, firing as they went. O her shadows |ooned in the storm
The girl ignored ne, turning away as if to find the shape she had been attacking. | noticed then
that her fists were bl eeding. "Goddamm him" she was shouting, al nost weeping. "God-danm him"
These were the first words | heard our messiah utter

"Get on!" | shouted again, and began to disnobunt fromthe hawking nmat to seize her

Aenea turned, |ooked at me for the first time, and-sonehow clearly over the rasping sandstorm
sai d, "Take that mask off."

| remenbered the bandanna. Lowering it, | spit sand as red nud.
As if satisfied, the girl stepped closer and junped onto the mat. Now we were both sitting on the
hovering, bobbing carpet -the girl behind nme, our backpacks squeezed between us. | tugged the

bandanna back up and shouted, "Hang on to ne!"

She ignored nme and gripped the edges of the mat.

| hesitated a nonent, tugging ny sleeve back to study my wist chrononeter. Less than two m nutes
remai ned before the ship was scheduled to performits touch-and-go at Chronos Keep. | couldn't
even find the entrance to the Third Cave Tonb in that tine-perhaps | could never find it in this
carnage. As if to underline that point, a tracked scarab suddenly plowed over a dune, al nost
grinding us under its treads before it wheeled left, guns firing at sonething out of sight to the
east .

"Hang on!" | shouted again, and keyed the mat to full acceleration, gaining altitude as | went,
wat chi ng ny conpass and concentration on flying north until we left the Valley. This was no tine
to crash into a cliff wall.

A great stone wi ng passed under us. "Sphinx!" | shouted back to the girl huddling behind nme. I
realized in an instant how stupid this comment was-she had just come fromthat tonb.

Guessing our altitude to be several hundred meters, | leveled off and increased our speed. The
deflection shield cane on, but sand still whirled around us within the nacelle of trapped air. "W
shouldn't hit anything at this altitu-" | began, shouting over ny shoul der again, but was
interrupted by the | oom ng shape of a skinmer flying directly at us in the stormcloud. | did not
have tine to react, but sonmehow | did, diving the mat so quickly that only the containnment field
held us in place, the shape of the skinmer passing over us with less than a neter to spare. The
little hawking mat tunbled and twisted in the nonster machine's |ift-wake.

"Heck and spit," said Aenea behind me. "Hell and shit."

It was the second utterance | heard from our messiah-to- be.

Leveling off again, | peered over the edge of the mat, trying to nmake out anything on the ground
It was folly to be flying so high-certainly every tactical sensor, detector, radar, and targeting
imger in the area was tracking us. Except for the taste of chaos we had |left behind, | had no

i dea why they hadn't fired at us yet. Unless ... | |ooked over ny shoul der again. The girl was

| eaning close to nmy back, shielding her face fromthe stinging sand.

"Are you all right?" | called

She nodded, her forehead touching nmy back. | had the sense that she was crying, but | could not be
sure.

"I'"'m Raul Endymion," | shout ed.

"Endym on," she said, pulling her head back. Her eyes were red, but dry. "Yes."

"You're Aenea . . ."I| stopped. | could not think of anything intelligent to say. Checking the
conmpass, | adjusted our direction of flight and hoped that our altitude was sufficient to clear
the dunes here beyond the Valley. Wthout nuch hope, | |ooked up, wondering if the plasma trail of
the ship would be visible through the storm | saw not hi ng.

"Uncle Martin sent you," said the girl. It was not a question

"Yes," | shouted back. "We're going . . . well, the ship ... I'd arranged for it to neet us at

Chronos Keep, but we're |ate.

file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt (52 of 238) [1/15/03 6:05:43 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt

A bolt of lightning ripped the clouds not thirty neters to our right. Both the child and

flinched and ducked. To this day | do not knowif it was a |ightning discharge or someone shooting
at us. For the hundredth tinme on this endless day, | cursed the crudeness of this ancient flying
devi ce-no speed indicators, no altimeter. The wind roar beyond the deflection field suggested that
we were traveling at full speed, but with no guidepoints except the shifting curtains of cloud, it
was inmpossible to tell. It was as bad as hurtling through the Labyrinth, but at |east there the
aut opi | ot program had been dependable. Here, even with the entire Swiss Guard after us, | would
have to decelerate soon: the Bridl e Range of nmountains with their vertical cliffs [ay somewhere
dead ahead. At al nost three hundred klicks per hour, we should reach the nountains and the Keep
within six mnutes. | had checked ny chrononeter when we accel erated, now | glanced at it again.
Four and a half minutes. According to maps | had studied, the desert ended abruptly at the Bridle
Ciffs. | would give it another minute.

Thi ngs happened simul t aneously then

Suddenly we were out of the dust storm it did not taper off, we just flew out of it the way one
woul d emerge fromunder a blanket. At that second | saw that we were pitched slightly down -or the
ground here was rising-and that we were going to strike some huge boul ders within seconds.

Aenea shouted. | ignored her, tweaked the control designs with both hands, we lifted over the

boul ders with enough g-force to press us heavily against the hawking mat, and at that instant both
the child and | saw that we were twenty nmeters fromthe cliff face and flying into it. There was
no tine to stop

Theoretically, I knew, Shol okov's design for the hawking mat allowed it to fly vertically, the

i nci pi ent contai nnent field keeping the passenger-theoretically, his beloved niece-fromtunbling
of f backward. Theoretically.

It was tine to test the theory.

Aenea's arms canme around ny midsection as we accelerated into a ninety-degree clinb. The nmat took
all of the twenty neters of free space to initiate the clinb, and by the tine we were verti cal

the granite of the rock face was centineters "beneath" us. Instinctively, | leaned full forward
and grabbed the rigid front of the carpet, trying not to |ean on the flight-control designs as |
did so. Equally instinctively, Aenea |eaned forward and increased her bear hug on nmy nidsection
The effect was that | could not breathe for the minute or so it took the carpet to clear the top
of the cliffs. I tried not to | ook back over ny shoul der during the duration of the clinb. A
thousand or nore neters of open space directly beneath ne m ght have been nore than my overworked
nerves coul d stand.

W reached the top of the cliffs-suddenly there were stairs carved there, stone terraces,
gargoyles-and | |evel ed the carpet.

The Swi ss Guard had set up observation posts, detector stations, and antiaircraft batteries here
along the terraces and bal conies on the east side of Chronos Keep. The castle itself- carved out
of the stone of the nountain-looned nore than a hundred nmeters above us, its overhanging turrets
and hi gher bal conies directly above us. There were nore Swiss Guard on these flat areas.

Al of themwere dead. Their bodies, still clad in inperneable inpact arnor, were sprawled in the
unm st akabl e attitudes of death. Sone were grouped together, their lacerated forns |looking as if a
pl asma bomb had expl oded in their mdst.

But Pax body arnor could withstand a plasma grenade at that distance. These corpses had been

shr edded.

"Don't look," | called over ny shoul der, slow ng the mat as we banked around the south end of the
Keep. It was too late. Aenea stared with wi de eyes.

"Dam himl" she cried again.

"Dam who?" | asked, but at that nonent we flew out over the garden area on the south end of the
Keep and saw what was there. Burning scarabs and an overturned skinmer littered the |andscape.
More bodies lay thrown |ike toys scattered by a vicious child. A CPB |ancet, its beans capabl e of
reaching to low orbit, lay shattered and burning by an ornanmental hedge.

The Consul's ship hovered on a tail of blue plasma sixty nmeters above the central fountain. Steam
billowed up and around it. A Bettik stood at the open air-1lock door and beckoned us on

| flewus directly into the air lock, so quickly that the android had to | eap aside and we
actually skittered down the polished corridor.

"Co!" | shouted, but either A Bettik had already given the comuand or the ship did not require
it. Inertial conpensators kept us from being snmashed to jelly as the ship accel erated, but we
could hear the fusion reaction-drive roar, hear the scream of atnosphere from beyond the hull, as

the Consul's spaceship clinbed away from Hyperi on and entered space again for the first tinme in
two centuries.
16
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How | ong have | been unconsci ous?" Father Captain de Soya is gripping the tunic of the nedic.

"Uh . . . thirty, forty mnutes, sir," said the nedic, attenpting to pull his shirt free. He does
not succeed.

"Where am | ?" De Soya feels the pain now It is very intense-centered in his leg but radiating
everywher e-but bearable. He ignores it.

"Aboard the St. Thonmas Akira, Father sir." "The troopship . . ." De Soya feels |ight-headed
unconnected. He | ooks down at his leg, now freed fromits tourniquet. The lower leg is attached to
the upper only by fragnents of nuscle and tissue. He realizes that Gregorius nmust have given hima
pai nkiller-insufficient to block such a torrent of agony, but enough to give himthis narcotic

hi gh. "Dam."

"I"'mafraid that the surgeons are going to anputate,” says the medic. "The surgeries are working
overtime. You're next, though, sir. W've been carrying out triage and ..."

De Soya realizes that he is still gripping the young nedic's tunic. He releases it. "No." "Excuse
me, Father sir?"

"You heard ne. There'll be no surgery until |I've met with the captain of the St. Thomas Akira."
"But sir . . . Father sir . . . you'll die if you don't "

"I'"ve died before, son." De Soya fights off a wave of giddiness. "Did a sergeant bring ne to the
shi p?"

"Yessir."

"I's he still here?"

"Yes, Father sir, the sergeant was receiving stitches for wounds that ..."
"Send himin here imediately."

"But, Father sir, your wounds require ..
De Soya | ooks at the young nedic's rank. "Ensign?"

"Yessir?"

"You saw t he papal diskey?" De Soya has checked; the platinumtenplate still hangs fromthe
unbr eakabl e chai n around his neck

"Yes, Father sir, that's what led us to prioritize your

"Upon pain of execution . . . and worse . . . upon pain of excommunication, shut up and send the
sergeant in inmediately, Ensign."”
Gregorius is out of his battle arnor, but is still huge. The father-captain | ooks at the bandages

and tenmporary doc paks on the big man's body and realizes that the sergeant had been badly wounded
even as he was carrying de Soya out of danger. He nmakes a note to respond to that sonetinme-not

now. "Sergeant!"

Gregorius snaps to attention

"Bring the captain of this ship here imediately. Quickly, before | black out again.”
_:o:_***_:o:_

The captain of the St. Thomas Akira is a mddl e-aged Lusian, as short and powerful |ooking as all
Lusians. He is perfectly bald but sports a neatly trinmed gray beard.

"Fat her Captain de Soya, | am Captain Lenpriere. Things are very hectic now, sir. The surgeons
assure ne that you require i mediate attention. How can | be of hel p?"

"Tell me the situation, Captain." De Soya has not met the captain before, but they have spoken on
tightbeam He hears the deference in the troopship captain's voice. Qut of the corner of his eye
de Soya sees Sergeant Gregorius excusing hinself fromthe room "Stay, Sergeant. Captain? The
situation?"

Lenpriere clears his throat. "Comrander Barnes-Avne is dead. As far as we can tell, about half of
the Swiss Guard in the Valley of the Time Tonbs are al so dead. Thousands of other casualties are
pouring in. W have nmedics on the ground setting up nobile surgical centers, and we are ferrying
the nost severely wounded here for urgent care. The dead are being recovered and tagged for
resurrection upon return to Renai ssance Vector."

"Renai ssance Vector?" De Soya feels as if he is floating within the confined space of the surgica
prep room He is floating-within the confines of the gurney restraints. "What the hell happened to
the gravity, Captain?"

Lenpriere snmles wanly. "The contai nnent field was damaged during the battle, sir. As for

Renai ssance Vector . . . well, it was our staging area, sir. Standing orders call for us to return
there after the mssion is conpleted.”

De Soya | aughs, stopping only when he hears hinmself. It is not a totally sane | augh. "Wo says our
m ssion is conpleted, Captain? Wiat battle are we tal ki ng about ?"

Captain Lenpriere glances at Sergeant Gregorius. The Swiss Guard does not break his fixed, at-
attention stare at the bul khead. ' 'The support and covering craft in orbit were al so deci mated,
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sir."

"Deci mat ed?" The pain is making de Soya angry. "That means one in ten, Captain. Are ten percent of
ship's personnel on the casualty list?"

"No, sir," says Lenpriere, "nore like sixty percent. Captain Ranirez of the St. Bonaventure is
dead, as is his executive officer. My own first is dead. Half the crew of the St. Anthony have not
answered roll."

"Are the ships damaged?" demands Fat her Captain de Soya. He knows that he has only a minute or two
of consciousness . . . and perhaps life . . . left.

"There was an explosion on the St. Bonaventure. At least half the conpartnents aft of the CIC
vented to space. The drive is intact. "

De Soya closes his eyes. As a torchship captain hinself, he knows that opening the craft to space
is the penultimate nightnmare. The ultinmate nightrmare was the inplosion of the Hawking core itself,
but at least that indignity woul d be instantaneous. Having a hull breached across so nany of the
ship's areas was-like this shattered | eg-a slow, painful path to death.

"The St. Anthony?"

"Damaged, but operable, sir. Captain Sati is alive and ..
"The girl?" demands de Soya. "Wuwere is she?" Black spots dance in the periphery of his vision, and
the cloud of them grows.

"Grl?" says Lenpriere. Sergeant Gegorius says sonmething to the captain that de Soya does not
hear. There is a loud buzzing in his ears.

"Ch, yes," says Lenpriere, "the acquisition objective. Evidently a ship retrieved her fromthe
surface and is accelerating toward C plus translation. "

"A ship!" De Soya fights away unconsci ousness with a sheer effort of will. "Were the hell did a
ship cone fronk"

Gregorius speaks w thout breaking his staring match with the bul khead. "Fromthe planet, sir. From
Hyperion. During the . . . during the Charlie Fox event, the ship skipped through the atnosphere,
set down at the castle . . . Chronos Keep, sir ... and plucked the kid and whoever was flying her-

"Flying her?" interrupts de Soya. It is hard to hear through the grow ng buzz.

"Some sort of one-person EWMV," says the sergeant. "Although why it works, the tech boffins don't
know. Anyway, this ship got 'em got past the COP during the carnage, and is spinning up to
translation."

"Carnage," repeats de Soya stupidly. He realizes that he is drooling. He wipes his chin with the
back of his hand, trying not to | ook down at the remmants of his | eg as he does so. "Carnage. Wat
caused it? Wio were we fighting?"

"W don't know, sir," answers Lenpriere. "It was like the old days . . . Hegenony Force days when
the junptroops cane in by farcaster portal, sir. | nmean, thousands of arnored . . . things
appear ed, everywhere, at the sane second, sir. | mean, the battle only lasted five mnutes. There

wer e thousands of them And then they were gone."

De Soya is straining to hear this through the gathering darkness and the roaring in his ears, but
t he words nmake no sense. "Thousands? O what? Gone where?"

Gregorius steps forward and | ooks down at the father-captain. "Not thousands, sir. Just one. The
sShrike. "

"That's a legend . . . ," begins Lenpriere.

"Just the Shrike," continues the huge black man, ignoring the troopship captain. "It killed nost
of the Swiss Guard and half the regular Pax troops on Equus, downed all of the Scorpion fighters,
took two torchships of the line out of business, killed everyone aboard the C-three ship, left his
calling card here, and was gone in under thirty seconds. Total. All the rest was our guys shooting
each other in panic. The Shrike."

"Nonsense!" shouts Lempriere, his bare scalp growing red with agitation. "That's a fantasy, a tal
tale, and a heresy at that! \Watever struck us today was no . "

"Shut up," says de Soya. He feels as if he is |looking and tal king down a |ong, dark tunnel

What ever he has to say, he nust say quickly. "Listen . . . Captain Lenpriere ... on ny authority,
on papal authority, authorize Captain Sati to take the survivors of the St. Bonaventure aboard the
St. Anthony to round out the crew. Order Sati to followthe girl . . . the spacecraft bearing the
girl . . . followit to spinup, to fix its translation coordinates, and to follow ..."

"But, Father Captain . . . ," begins Lenpriere.

"Listen," shouts de Soya over the waterfall noise in his ears. He can no | onger see anythi ng but
dancing spots. "Listen . . . order Captain Sati to follow that ship anywhere . . . even if it
takes a lifetine . . . and to capture the girl. That is his prinme and total directive. Capture the

girl and return her to Pacem Gegorius?"
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"Yes, sir."

"Don't let themoperate on me, Sergeant. |Is my courier ship still intact?"

"The Raphael ? Yes, sir. It was enpty during the battle, the Shrike didn't touch it."
"I's Hroshe . . . ny dropship pilot . . . still around?"

"No, sir. He was killed."

De Soya can barely hear the sergeant's boom ng voice over the |ouder boonming. "Requisition a pilot
and shuttle, Sergeant. Get nme, you, and the rest of your squad-'

"Just two nen now, sir.'

"Listen. Get the four of us to the Raphael. The ship will know what to do. Tell it that we're
going to followthe girl . . . the ship . . . and the St. Anthony. \Werever those ships go, we go.
Ser geant ?"

"Yes, Father Captain!"

"You and your men are born again, aren't you?"

"Yes, Father Captain!"

"Well, prepare to be born again for real, Sergeant." "But your leg . . . ," says Captain Lenpriere
fromvery, very far away. His voice Doppler-shifts as it recedes

"I'"ll be reunited with it when I"'mresurrected," nmutters Father Captain de Soya. He wants to cl ose
his eyes to say a prayer now, but he does not have to close his eyes to shut out the light -the
darkness around himis absolute. Into that roaring and buzzing, not knowing if anyone can hear him
or if he is really speaking, he says, "Quickly, Sergeant. Now "

17

Now, writing this so many years later, | had thought it would be difficult to remenber Aenea as a
child. It is not. My nenories are so full of later years, later inmages-rich sunlight on the
worman' s body as we floated anong the branches of the orbital forest, the first tine we nmade | ove
in zero-gravity, strolling with her along the hangway wal kways of Hsuan-k'ung Su with the rose-red
cliffs of Hua Shan catching the rich |ight above us -that | had worried that those earlier
menories would be too insubstantial. They are not. Nor have | given in to the inpulse to | eap
ahead to the later years, despite ny fear that this narrative will be interrupted at any second

with the quantum nmechani cal hiss of Schrodinger's poison gas. | will wite what | can wite. Fate
will determne the ending point of this narrative.

A. Bettik led the way up the spiral staircase to the roomwith a piano as we roared up into space.
The containnent field kept the gravity constant, despite the wild acceleration, but still there
was a wild sense of exhilaration in ne-although perhaps it was just the aftermath of so nuch
adrenaline in so little tine. The child was dirty, disheveled, and still upset.

"'1 want to see where we are," she said. "Please." The ship conplied by turning the wall beyond
the holopit into a window. The continent of Equus receded bel ow, the face of the horse obscured by
red dust cloud. To the north, where clouds covered the pole, the linb of Hyperion arced into a
distinct curve. Wthin a mnute the entire world was a globe, two of the three continents visible
beneat h scattered cloud, the Great South Sea a breathtaking blue while the Nine Tails archipel ago
was surrounded by the green of shallows, and then the world shrank, becane a bl ue-and-red-and-
white sphere, and fell behind. W were leaving in a hurry.

"Where are the torchships?" | asked the android. "They should have chal |l enged us by now. O bl own
us to bits."

"The ship and | were nonitoring their w deband channels," said A Bettik. "They were .
preoccupi ed. "

"I don't understand," | said, pacing the rimof the holopit, too agitated to sit in the deep
cushions. "That battle . . . who ..."

"The Shrike," said Aenea, and really | ooked at me for the first time. "Mdther and | hoped it would
not happen like that, but it did. I amso sorry. So terribly sorry."

Real i zing that the girl probably had not heard ne in the storm | paused in ny pacing, dropped to
the arm of the couch, and said, "W didn't have nmuch of an introduction. |I'm Raul Endynion."

The girl's eyes were bright. Despite the nud and grit on her cheek, | could see the fairness of
her conplexion. "I renenber," she said. "Endymion, |ike the poem"

"Poen?" | said. "I don't know about a poem It's Endymion like the old city."

She smiled. "I only know the poem because ny father wote it. How fitting of Uncle Martin to

choose a hero with such a nane.”

| squirmed at hearing the word "hero." This whol e endeavor was turning out to be absurd enough

wi t hout that.

The girl held out her small hand. "Aenea," she said. "But you know that."

Her fingers were cool in ny palm "The old poet said that you had changed your name a few tinmes."
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Her smile lingered. "And will again, | wager." She withdrew her hand and then offered it to the
androi d. "Aenea. O phan of tine."

A. Bettik shook her hand nore gracefully than | had, bowed deeply, and introduced hinself. "I am
at your service, M Lam a," he said.

She shook her head. "My nother is ... was . . . M Lanmia. |I'mjust Aenea." She noticed ny change
in expression. "You know of my nother?"

"She is famous," | said, blushing slightly for some reason. "All of the Hyperion pilgrinms are.

Legendary, actually. There is this poem epic oral tale, actually ..
Aenea | aughed. "Ch, God, Uncle Martin finished his damm Cantos."

| admit that | was shocked. My face nust have shown it. I'mglad | was not playing poker this
particul ar norni ng.

"Sorry," said Aenea. "Qbviously the old satyr's scribblings have beconme sone sort of priceless
cultural heritage. He's still alive? Uncle Martin, | mean."

"Yes, M . . . yes, M Aenea," said A Bettik. "I have had the privil ege of serving your uncle for
over a century."

The girl nade a face. "You nust be a saint, M Bettik."

"A. Bettik, M Aenea," he said. "And no, | amno saint. Merely an adnirer and | ong acquai ntance of
your uncle."
Aenea nodded. "I nmet a few androids when we would fly up from Jacktown to visit Uncle Martin in

the Poet's City, but not you. Mdre than a century, you say. Wat year is it?"

| told her.

"Well, we got that part right, at least," she said, and fell silent, staring at the holo of the
recedi ng world. Hyperion was only a spark now.

"You've really come fromthe past?" | said. It was a stupid question, but | wasn't feeling
especially bright that norning.

Aenea nodded. "Uncle Martin nust have told you."

"Yes. You're fleeing the Pax."

She | ooked up. Her eyes were bright with unshed tears. "The Pax? Is that what they call it?"

I blinked at that. The thought of soneone being unfam liar with the concept of the Pax shook ne.
This was real. "Yes," | said

"So the Church does run everything now?"

"Wll, in awy," | said. | explained the role of the Church in the conplex entity that was the
Pax.

"They run everything," concluded Aenea. "W thought it might go that way. My dreans got that
right, too."

"Your dreans?"

"Never mnd," said Aenea. She stood, |ooked around the room and wal ked to the Steinway. Her
fingers picked out a few notes on the keyboard. "And this is the Consul's ship."

"Yes," said the ship, "although | have only vague nenories of the gentleman. Did you know hi nP"
Aenea smled, her fingers still trailing across the keys. "No. My nother did. She gave hima
present of that-'' She pointed to the sand-covered hawki ng mat where it lay near the staircase.
"When he |l eft Hyperion after the Fall. He was going back to the Wb. He didn't return during ny
tine."

"He never did," said the ship. "As | say, ny nenories have been damaged, but | am sure that he
di ed sonewhere there." The ship's soft voice changed, becane nore businesslike. "W were hail ed
upon | eaving the atnosphere, but have not been chall enged or pursued since then. W have cleared

cislunar space and will be out of Hyperion's critical gravity well within ten mnutes. | need to
set course for spinup. Instructions, please."
| looked at the girl. "The Qusters? That's where the old poet said you'd want to go."

"I changed ny mind," said Aenea. "What's the nearest inhabited world, Ship?"

"Parvati. One-point-two-eight parsecs. Six and a half days shiptine transit. Three nonths ti me-
debt . "

"Was Parvati part of the Wb?" asked the girl.

A. Bettik answered. "No. Not at the tinme of the Fall."

"What's the nearest old Wb world, traveling fromParvati?" said Aenea.

"Renai ssance Vector," said the ship inmediately. "It is an additional ten days shiptine, five
mont hs ti me-debt."

I was frowning. "I don't know," | said. "The hunters . . . | nmean, offworlders | used to work for
usual Iy canme from Renai ssance Vector. It's a big Pax world. Busy. Lots of ships and troops there,
| think."

"But it's the closest Web worl d?" said Aenea. "It used to have farcasters."”

file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt (57 of 238) [1/15/03 6:05:43 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt

"Yes," said the ship and A Bettik at the same nonent.

"Set course for Renai ssance Vector by way of Parvati System" said Aenea.

"It would be a shiptine day and two weeks of tine-debt quicker to junmp directly to Renai ssance
Vector, if that is our destination," advised the shinp.

"I know," said Aenea, "but | want to go by way of Parvati System" She nmust have seen the question
in ny eyes, for she said, "They'll be followi ng us, and | don't want themto know the rea
destinati on when we spin up out of this system"

"They are not in pursuit now, " said A Bettik.

"l know," said Aenea. "But they will be in a few hours. Then and for the rest of ny life." She

| ooked back at the holopit as if the ship's persona resided there. "Carry out the comand,

pl ease. "

The stars shifted on the hol odi splay as the ship obeyed. "Twenty-seven minutes to translation
point for Parvati System" it said. "Still no challenge or pursuit, although the torch-ship St
Ant hony is under way, as is the troopship.”

"What about the other torchship?" | said. "The . . . what was it? The St. Bonaventure."

"Common band conmuni cations traffic and sensors show that it is open to space and emitting

di stress signals," said the ship. "The St. Anthony is responding."

"My God," | whispered. "What was it, an Quster attack?"

The girl shook her head and wal ked away fromthe piano. "Just the Shrike. My father warned ne.

." She fell silent.

"The Shrike?" It was the android who spoke. "To ny knowl edge, in |legend and the old records, the
creature called the Shrike never left Hyperion-usually staying in the area within a few hundred
kil oneters around the Tine Tonbs."

Aenea dropped back into the cushions. Her eyes were still red and she | ooked tired. "Yeah, well,
he's wandering farther afield now, |'mafraid. And if Father is right, it's just the beginning."
"The Shrike hasn't been seen or heard fromfor alnost three hundred years," | said.

The girl nodded, distracted. "I know. Not since the tonmbs opened right before the Fall." She

| ooked up at the android. "Gosh, I'mstarved. And filthy."

"I will help the ship prepare lunch," said A Bettik. "There are showers upstairs in the master
bedroom and on the fugue deck bel ow us," he said. "Also a bath in the master bedroom™

"That's where |'m headed," said the girl. "I'll be down before we nmake the quantum junp. See you
intwenty mnutes.” On her way to the stairs she stopped and took my hand again. "Raul Endyni on
I"msorry if | seemungrateful. Thank you for risking your life for me. Thank you for comng with
me on this trip. Thank you for getting into something so big and conplicated that neither one of
us can i magi ne where we're going to end up."

"You're welconme," | said stupidly.

The child grinned at nme. "You need a shower, too, friend. Soneday we'll take it together, but
right now !l think you should use the one on the fugue deck."

Bl i nki ng, not knowi ng what to think, | watched her bounce up the stairs.

18

Fat her Captain de Soya awakens in a resurrection creche aboard the Raphael. He had been allowed to
nane t he archangel -cl ass ship. Raphael is the archangel in charge of finding | ost |oves.

He has been reborn only twi ce before, but each tinme there had been a priest there to greet him to
give himthe cerenonial sip of sacranental wine fromthe cup and then the customary gl ass of
orange juice. There had been resurrection experts there to talk to him explain things to him
until his befuddl ed mnd began to work again.

This time there are only the claustrophobic, curved walls of the resurrection creche. Telltales
blink and readouts share lines of print and synbols. De Soya cannot read yet. He feels |lucky to be
thinking at all. He sits up and dangles his | egs over the edge of the resurrection bed.

My legs. | have two of them He is naked, of course, his skin pink and gleam ng in the strange,

par boi | ed wetness of the resurrection tank, and now he feels his ribs, his abdonen, his left |eg-
all the places slashed and ruined by the denbn. He is perfect. There is no sign of the terrible
wound that had separated his leg fromhis body. "Raphael ?"

"Yes, Father Captain?" The voice is angelic, which is to say, totally devoid of sexual identity.
De Soya finds it soot hing.

"Where are we?"

"Parvati System Father Captain."”

"The ot hers?" De Soya has only the foggiest nmenory of Sergeant Gregorius and his two surviving
squad nmenbers. No nenory of boarding the courier ship with them

"Bei ng awakened as we speak, Father Captain."
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"How much tine has passed?"

"Just a bit less than four days since the sergeant brought you aboard, Father Captain. The
enhanced junp was carried out within the hour of your installation in the resurrection creche. W
have been station-keeping ten AUs fromthe world of Parvati, as per your instructions via Sergeant
Gregorius, for the three days of your resurrection.'

De Soya nods his understanding. Even that slight notion is painful. Every cell in his body aches
fromresurrection. But the pain is a healthy ache, unlike the terrible pain of his wounds. "Have
you contacted the Pax authorities on Parvati ?"

"No, Father Captain."”

"Good." Parvati had been a renbte colony world during the days of the Hegenony; nowit is a renote
Pax colony. It holds no interstellar spacecraft-Pax mlitary or Mercantilus-and only a snall
mlitary contingent and a few crude interplanetary ships. If the girl was going to be captured in
this system the Raphael would have to do the capturing.

"Update on the girl's ship?" he says.

"The unidentified spacecraft spun up two hours and ei ghteen m nutes before we did," said Raphael
"The transl ation coordi nates were undoubtedly for Parvati System Arrival tinme for the
unidentified ship is approxinmately two nonths, three weeks, two days, and seventeen hours."
"Thank you," says de Soya. "Wen G egorius and the others are revived and dressed, have them neet
me in the situation room"

"Yes, Father Captain."”

"Thank you," he says again. He thinks, Two nonths, three weeks, two days . . . Mdther of Mercy,
what am | going to do for alnost three nonths in this backwater systenf? Perhaps he had not thought
through this clearly. Certainly he had been distracted by trauma, pain, and drugs. But the next
near est Pax system was Renai ssance Vector, which was ten days shiptine travel from Parvati, five
nmonths time-debt-three and a half days and two nonths after the girl's ship would arrive from
Hyperion System No, he might not have been thinking clearly -he is not now, he realizes-but he
had made the right decision. Better to conme here and think things over.

/[ could junp to Pacem Ask for instructions directly fromPax Conmand . . . fromthe Pope, even.
Recuperate for two and a half nonths and junp back here with tine to spare.

De Soya shakes his head, grinaces fromthe disconfort of doing so. He has his instructions.
Capture the girl and return her to Pacem Returning to the Vatican would be only an adni ssion of
failure. Perhaps they would send sonmeone el se. During the preflight briefing, Captain Marget W
had made it clear that the Raphael was uni que-the only arned, six-person archangel -cl ass courier
ship in existence-and al though another night have conme on-line in the nonths of time-debt that
have el apsed since he left Pacem there is little sense in returning now If Raphael was still the
only arned archangel, all de Soya could do would be add two nore troopers to the ship's roster
Death and resurrection are not to be taken lightly. That precept had been driven hone tine and
again in de Soya's catechi smwhen he was growi ng up. Just because the sacranent exists and is
offered to the faithful, does not nean it should be exercised wi thout great solemity and
restraint.

No, I'Il talk to Gregorius and the others and figure things out here. W can nake our plans, then
use the cryogenic-fugue cubbies to wait the | ast couple of nonths. When the girl's ship arrives,
the St. Anthony will be in hot pursuit. Between the torchship and Raphael, we should be able to
interdict the ship, board her, and retrieve the girl w thout problem

Logically, this all makes sense to de Soya's aching brain, but another part of his* mnd is

whi spering, Wthout problem. . . this is what you thought about the Hyperion ni ssion

Fat her Captain de Soya groans, lifts hinself down fromthe resurrection couch, and pads off in
search of a shower, hot coffee, and sone cl ot hes.

19

I knew little about the principles of the Hawking drive when | first experienced it years ago; |
know little nore about it now. The fact that it was essentially (if accidentally) the brainchild
of someone who lived in the twentieth century, Christian Era, boggled ny nmind then as it does now,
but not nearly as much as the experience itself.

We net in the library-formally known as the navigation level, the ship informed us-a few ninutes
before translation to C plus speeds. | was dressed in ny spare set of clothes and ny hair was wet,
as was Aenea's. The child wore only a thick robe, which she nust have found in the Consul's

cl oset, because the garnent was far too large for her. She | ooked even younger than her twelve
years, swallowed as she was in all those yards of terry cloth

"Shoul dn't we be getting to the cryogenic-fugue couches?" | asked.

"Why?" said Aenea. "Don't you want to see the fun?" | frowned. Al the offworld hunters and
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mlitary instructors | had spoken to had spent their Cplus tinme in fugue. That's the way humans
had al ways spent their time between the stars. Sonething about the effect of the Hawking field on

the body and mind. | had i mages of hallucinations, waking ni ghtmares, and unspeakable pain. | said
as much while trying to sound cal mabout it.
"Mot her and Uncle Martin told nme that C-plus can be endured,” said the girl. "Even enjoyed. It

just takes sone getting used to."

"And this ship was nodified by the Qusters to nake it easier," said A Bettik. Aenea and | were
sitting at the low glass table in the middle of the library area; the android stood to one side.
Try as | might to treat himas an equal, A Bettik insisted on acting like a servant. | resol ved
to quit being an egalitarian horse's ass about it and to let himact any way he wanted.
"Indeed,"” said the ship, "the nodifications included an enhanced contai nnent field capability,
whi ch nakes the side effects of C-plus travel nuch | ess di sagreeable.”

"What exactly are the side effects?" | asked, not willing to show the full extent of ny naivete,
but also not willing to suffer if | didn't have to.

The android, the girl, and | |ooked at each other, "I have travel ed between the stars in centuries
past," A Bettik said at last, "but I was always in fugue. In storage, actually. W androids were
shi pped in cargo holds, stacked |ike frozen sides of beef, I amtold."

Now the girl and | | ooked at each other, enbarrassed to neet the blue-skinned nan's gaze.

The ship made a noi se that sounded remarkably |ike soneone clearing his throat. "Actually," it
said, "fromny observations of human passengers-which, | nust say, is suspect because ..."

"Because your nenory is hazy," the girl and | said in unison. W | ooked at each other again and
| aughed. "Sorry, Ship," said Aenea. "Go on."

"I was just going to say that frommny observations, the primary effect of the C plus environnent
on humans is sone visual confusion, mental depression brought about by the field, and sinple
boredom | believe that cryogenic fugue was devel oped for the |ong voyages, and is used as a
conveni ence for shorter trips such as this."

"And your ... ah ... Quster nodifications aneliorate these side effects?" | said.

"They are designed to," replied the ship. "Al except boredom of course. That is a peculiarly
human phenonmenon, and | do not believe that a cure has been found." There was a nonent of silence,
and then the ship said, "W will reach the translation point in tw nminutes ten seconds. Al
systens are functioning optimally. Still no pursuit, although the St. Anthony is tracking us on
its long-range detectors."

Aenea stood up. "Let's go down and watch the shift to Cplus.”

"Go down and watch?" | said. "Where? The holopit?" "No," called the girl fromthe stairway. "From
out si de. "

_:O:-***-:O:_

The spaceship had a bal cony. | hadn't known that. One could stand outside on it even while the
ship was hurtling through space, preparing to translate to G plus pseudo-velocities. | hadn't

known that-and if | had, | would not have believed it.

"Extend the bal cony, please,” the girl had said to the ship, and the ship had extended the bal cony-
the Steinway noving out with it-and we'd wal ked t hrough the open archway into space. Well, not
really into space, of course; even |, the provincial shepherd, knew that our eardrums woul d have

expl oded, our eyes burst, and our blood boiled in our bodies if we had stepped into hard vacuum
But it looked as if we were wal king out into hard vacuum

"I's this safe?" | asked, |eaning against the railing. Hyperion was a star-sized speck behind us,
Hyperion's star a blazing sun to port, but the plasma tail of our fusion drive-tens of klicks |ong-
gave the inpression that we were perched precariously on a tall blue pillar. The effect was a

definite inducenent to acrophobia, the illusion of standing unprotected in space created sonething
akin to 'agoraphobia. | had not known until that instant that | was susceptible to any phobia.

"If the containnent field fails for a second," said A Bettik, "under this g-load and velocity, we
will die imediately. It matters little if we are inside or outside the ship."

"Radi ati on?" | said.

"The field deflects cosmc and harnful solar radiation, of course,"” said the android, "and opaques
the view of Hyperion's sun so that we do not go blind when we stare at it. Qher than that, it

all ows the visible spectrumthrough quite nicely."

"Yes," | said, not convinced. | stepped back fromthe railing

"Thirty seconds to translation," said the ship. Even out here, its voice seened to emanate from

m dair.

Aenea sat at the piano bench and began .playing. | did not recognize the tune, but it sounded
classical . . . sonething fromthe twenty-sixth century, perhaps.

I guess that | had expected the ship to speak again prior to the actual nonent of translation-
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intone a final countdown or sonething-but there was no announcenent. Suddenly the Hawki ng drive
took over fromthe fusion drive; there was a nonentary hum which seened to cone from ny bones; a
terrible vertigo fl ooded over ne and through me-it felt as if | were being turned inside out,
painl essly but relentlessly; and then the sensation was gone before |I could really conprehend it.

Space was al so gone. By space, | nean the scene that | had been viewing | ess than a second earlier-
Hyperion's brilliant sun, the receding disk of the planet itself, the bright glare along the hull
of the ship, the few bright stars visible through that glare, even the pillar of blue flane upon
whi ch we had been perched-all gone. In its place was ... It is hard to descri be.

The ship was still there, |oom ng "above and bel ow' us- the bal cony upon which we stood stil

seenmed substantial -but there seened to be no light striking any part of it. | realize how absurd

that sounds even as | wite the words-there nmust be reflected Iight for anything to be seen-but
the effect was truly as if part of ny eyes had ceased working, and while they registered the shape
and nass of the ship, light seened to be missing.

Beyond the ship, the universe had contracted into a blue sphere near the bow and a red sphere
behind the fins at the stern. | knew enough basic science to have expected a Doppler effect, but
this was a false effect, since we had not been anywhere near the speed of light until translation
to C-plus and were now far beyond it within the Hawki ng fol d. Nonethel ess, the blue and red
circles of light-1 could make out stars clustered in both spheres if | stared hard enough- now

m grated farther to the bow and stern, shrinking to tiny dots of color. In between, filling the
vast field of vision, there was . . . nothing. By that, | do not mean bl ackness or darkness. |
mean void. | nean the sense of sickening nonsight one has when trying to look into a blind spot.

mean a nothing so intense that the vertigo it induced al nost i medi ately changed to nausea within
me, racking nmy systemas violently as the transitory sense of being pulled inside out had seconds
bef ore.

"My God!" | managed to say, gripping the rail tightly and squeezing nmy eyes shut. It did not help
The void was there as well. | understood at that second why interstellar voyagers al ways opted for
cryogeni c fugue.

I ncredi bly, unbelievably, Aenea continued playing the piano. The notes were clear, crystalline, as
i f unnodified by any connecting nedium Even with nmy eyes closed | could see A Bettik standi ng by
the door, blue face raised to the void. No, | realized, he was no longer blue . . . colors did not
exi st here. Nor did black, white, or gray. | wondered if humans who had been blind since birth
dreaned of light and colors in this mad way.

"Conpensating," said the ship, and its voice had the same crystalline quality as Aenea's piano

not es.

Suddenly the void collapsed in on itself, vision returned, and the spheres of red and bl ue
returned fore and aft. Wthin seconds the blue sphere fromthe stern mgrated along the ship |ike
a doughnut passing over a witing stylus, it nerged with the red sphere at the bow, and col ored
geonetries burst w thout warning fromthe forward sphere like flying creatures energing from an
egg. | say "colored geonetries,” but this does nothing to share the conplex reality: fractal -
generated shapes pul sed and coiled and twi sted through what had been the void. Spiral forns,

spi ked with their own subgeonetries, curled in on thenselves, spitting snaller forns of the sane
cobalt and blood-red brilliance. Yellow ovoids became pul sar-preci se explosions of |ight. Mauve
and indigo helixes, looking |ike the universe's DNA spiraled past us. | could hear these colors
i ke distant thunder, like the pounding of surf just beyond the horizon

| realized that ny jaw was hanging slack. | turned away fromthe railing and tried to concentrate
on the girl and android. The colors of the fractal uni